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Chapter I. 

Lady Betty's Folly. 

It is a fad Thing when a Lady of Quality, who has 
been a Toall in her Youth, and has feen the white- 
gloved Beaux, as Mr. Pope calls them, bowing to her 
from the Pit, and kiffmg the fcented Tips of their 
Gloves to her in the Ring; who has flaunted at Vaitx- 
hall, and fhone in a Side-Box of the Opera-Houfe in 
Lincolris Inn Fields; has run down Handel, and run 
after Bononcini; has had her gay Water-Parties to 
Jennys Whim, attended by Violins and Hautboys ; 
and has brought, not only her own Company, but her 
own Strawberries and Cherries to our Bun-houfe, as if 
our own were not good enough; it is mortifying, I fay, 
when fuch a Lady of Quality fells into the fear and 
yellow Autumn of Life, and finds herfelf a difregarded 
Thing, with no refources but green Tea and Brag. 
And fuch is the Cafe with poor Lady Betty Spadille. 

How well I remember her, on the Occafion I have 
fomewhat malicioufly alluded to, for it flicks in my 
Throat, arriving at our Bim-Houfe in her peach-co 
loured Sacque, Mechlin Head, and red-heeled Shoes> 
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the Foreparts richly embroidered with Silver; loudly 
talking and laughing, and turning her Head right and 
left, now to this Beau, now to Mother, who fluttered 
round her with their clouded Canes and perfumed 
Wigs ; now burfting into what the French People call 
des grands Eclats de Eire, now flirting her Fan, or 
rapping it on the Shoulder of one of the Ladies who 
accompanied her. Having jufl fet my Mark, a Sprig 
of Rofemary, in the midft of one of good Bifliop Atter- 
bury^s Sermons, I thought within myfelf, **Is this a 
Creature that is formed for Eternity 1" Meanwhile, 
two tall Lacqueys, with immenfe Shoulder-Knots, 
bore between them a great Hamper of French Wine ; 
while a little black Page, in pale Blue, laced with Sil- 
ver, tottered under the Fruit from Rogeris; and cer- 
tainly it was very fine. I never faw fuch Strawberries 
and Cherries before nor fmce. 

I did not think her a Belle of the firll Order, fetting 
her Rank and Style afide. Her Shape was fine ; her 
Hand and Foot delicately formed; but (he rolled her 
Eyes too much, and had too high a Colour. I don't 
believe Ihe painted Altogether, (he feemed in the 
very Flulh of Exiflence ; as if Ihe had never met with 
a Reverfe, nor ever expedled one. She feemed to 
think **Let us Eat and Drink," without adding, 
" To-morrow we die^ 

We had fet our oval Walnut-wood Table under the 
umbrageous Shade of two large Elms, and had fpread 
it with one of our befl Tablecloths. This was fuper- 
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cilioufly removed by the two Footmen, who fpread 
a Tablecloth and Napkins they had brought with 
them. Our China Service and water Caraffes they con- 
defcended to ufe. Meanwhile, the Boatmen brought 
up a fecond Hamper, containing Ham, Tongue, 
Chicken, Sallet, and other Matters : but the Foot- 
men, I Ihould mention, brought the Plate, including 
not only filver Forks, but a filver Stew-Pan. 

The gay Bevy having dreamed hither and thither, 
making their humourous and contemptuous Remarks, 
which were continually interfperfed with, "Oh, my 
''Lardr and, "Oh, Sir CharlesT at length fettled 
down to their Repafl. There were three Ladies and 
four Gentlemen. Alfo, there was a tall, flender Girl 
in Black, whom I concluded my Ladfs own Woman, 
becaufe (he flood the whole Time, a little behind 
Lady Betty, holding her Handkerchief and Scent- 
Bottle, watching her Eye, and obeying her Com- 
mands, almofl before fpoken ; notwithflanding which, 
my Ladfs Lip was often put up, and fuch words as 
"Thou'rt ftrangely flow . . . Canll not hear me, 
Creature 1 " were muttered by her rofy mouth. 

And there was pale Mr. Fenwick, fitting at his open 
Cafement over the Bun-Shop, Book in Hand, hear- 
ing, feeing, and filently noting all. 

One of the Gentlemen was my Lord EarlftokCy (to 
whom the Town gave Lady Betty^ a weak-eyed, puny 
Peer; another. Sir Charles Sefton, all Falhion and 
Froth ; a third, a handfome young Gentleman, whom 
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they called Mr. Arbuthnot: the fourth, who had the 
Wit and Sprightlinefs of all the Reft, (for whereas 
they continually laughed, he continually gave them 
Something worth laughing at,) was a lank, ungraceful, 
underfized Perfonage, of olivander Complexion, with 
projecting Teeth, quick, black Eyes, and a not un^ 
agreeable Phyfiognomy, though his Figure was mean 
and almoft Diftorted. His Name was Caryl^ which I 
learned not at firft, they were fo given to addrefs him 
by his baptifmal Name oiPauL 

Then, for the Ladies, there was \jd,^y Mary^ my Lord's 
Aunt, and the Duenna of the Party; and Lady Grace, 
a fweet pretty Creature, but empty and felf-fufficient 

It might have been thought, that two able-bodied 
Men and a Foot-page were Servitors enow for a Party 
of feven ; but on the contrary, they kept my younger 
Sifter Prudence, who was then very pretty, continually 
afoot, tripping to and from the Houfe on one imper* 
tinent Errand or another, while I attended to the ge- 
neral Cuftomers. At length, coming up to me with a 
painful Blufti on her Cheek, ''Fatty;' fays ftie, "do 
oblige me by changing Places, will youl I can't 
abide the ways of thefe Quality, and give no fatisfac- 
tion, and only get fcoffed at" 

" Perhaps I may pleafe them no better, /V«<?," faid 
I, "however, I'll try." And as I proceeded to take 
her Place, I heard Mr. Paul (thaf s to fay, Mr. Caryl,) 
obferve to Sir Charles, '' Humph ! we've loft Rachel 
and got Leah'* 
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This was not over-civil; but I took no notice. 

"Now then," cries Lady Betty^ in high Good-Hu- 
mour, "I'll make you what we have called a Feter- 
^^Jham Chicken, ever fmce Lady Carolines Frolick. 
" Here are feven of us, and here are feven Chickens, 
" which mufl, in the firfl Place, be finely minced ; fo 
"let each take one." And while every one was 
laughing and mincing their Chicken, (he pulls off ever 
fo-many diamond Rings from her white Fingers, and 
gives them to her Woman to hold. 

"Don't trouble yourfelf, my Lordy^ fays (he, care- 
leflly, as he (loops to pick up one (he had let fall 
on the Grafs, " Gatty will find it Here, Child, take 
"them all; and," (afide with a Frown), "be fure you 
"don't lofe them. Now, Fompey! the fpirit-Lamp; 
" three pats of Butter, and a Flaggon of fpring Water. 
"The only variation I make in Lady Carolines 
" cookery is to (lew my Chicken in a filver Stew-Pan, 
" indead of in a China Didi, which might crack over 
"the Lamp. Prithee, Fompey , don't let the Grafs 
" grow under your Feet ! " 

Methought, if her Ladydiip had been obliged to 
cook her own Supper, (he would have confidered her- 
felf demeaned by it very much : however, there is no- 
thing that Quality will not do for a Freak. By and by, 
(he gets tired of dewing her Chicken over the Lamp, 
and bids the young Perfon (he calls Gatty to carry it 
in-doors and drefs it over the Fire. "And be fure, 
" Child, not to let it burn." As I did not feem wanted. 
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I fhewed Mrs. Gatty the way to the Kitchen, and 
flood by while ihe llirred the Stew-Pan over the Fire. 
" I'm ready to drop ! " fays (he, at length. " No wonder," 
faid I, taking the filver Spoon from her, and ufing it 
myfelf, " you have never once fat down fmce you left 
" the Boat, and 'tis the Dog-Days. Reft awhile, and 
" ni mind the Chicken." " Thank you heartily," fays 
fhe, dropping into a Seat, and turning from Red to 
White, and then Red again. " May I take a draught 
"of this cold Water 1" "Aye, and welcome," faid I, 
" fo that you're not afraid of drinking it while you^re 
"fo hot" "Oh, Fm not afraid," fays ihe, drinking 
plenjtifully of it, and fetting down the Mug with a 
Sigh of relief. "I*m better now, but there was fuch a 
" glare upon the River." 

"Are you her Ladyfliip's Woman % " said I. With tha^ 
fhe fetches a deep Sigh ; and, fays (he, " I'm no bet- 
"ter, now, and a hard Life to me it is. I am the 
" Daughter of a poor Country Curate, who died and 
" left a large Family pennilefs : but my Mother^ who 
^* married him for love, had high Conne6lions ; fo 
" Lady Betty takes me for her Woman, partly, as (he 
" fays, out of Charity, and partly becaufe Ihe prefers 
" beihg ferved by a decayed Perfon of Condition. I 
"have twenty Pounds by the Year, and indeed, 'tis 
" hardly earned." " That I can well believe," faid I 
" But what can I do 1 " fays ihe. " My Lady has en- 
" gaged to give me enough caft-ofF Apparel, to keep 
"me in Clothing j*fo that I ihall be able to fend the 
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" twenty Pounds to my Mother'^ " There'll be fome 
*' comfort to you in doing that," faid I, " The greatell 
** of comforts," fays Ihe ; " and 'tis that which keeps 
" me up, in fpite of hard Work, late Hours, and con- 
** tumely ; for no one has a better and dearer Mother 
"than I have." "Well, the Chicken is done now," 
faid I. "Shall I carry it out for youl" "Oh no, I 
" dare not remain behind," fays Gatty; " but do you 
" come along with me, for you will make me feel lefs 
" lonely." So I went with her according to her wilh ; 
and when we came up to the Table, we found Lady 
Betty talking about her foreign Travels ; for, it feemed 
(he .had been abroad with my Lord her Father, on 
fome pubHc Miffion or AmbafTade, to this and the 
other diflant Land, that had formerly been the Seat 
of War. And, to my Fancy, (he difcourfed agreeably 
enough of Belgrade^ Peterwaradin^ and Prince Eugene, 
though my Lord did not feem to think fo ; for, once, 
he covered his Mouth with his Hand to conceal a 
Yawn, not fo adroitly but that my Lady perceived it ; 
and thereupon Ihe immediately diverted her Conver- 
fation to Sir Charles, and never fpoke to his Lordlhip 
another Word. The Peterjhatn Chicken was too 
Grofs, as 'twas like to be, with that monllrous quan- 
tity of Butter : my Lady Betty was annoyed, and faid 
Mrs. Cratty had oiled it over the Fire, darting at her a 
fide-look of Reproach. It was fent away, and the 
Fruit fet upon Table ; and the Black Boy, producing 
a Theorbo, fang foreign Airs while they finilhed their 
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Repaft. A brifk encounter of Wits then enfuing be- 
tween Mr. Caryl, Mr. Arbuthnot, and ^vl Charles, my 
Lady prefently found herfelf cut out; notwithftanding 
fhe made one or two ineffectual efforts to recover the 
lead; and extremely mortified that fhe fhould, even 
for a few Minutes, be Second, fhe threw herfelf back 
in her Chair, called for Effences, and bade Mrs, Gatty 
fupport her to the Houfe; protefling fhe had the Va- 
pours to that degree, that nothing but Seclufion and 
Repofe could reflore her fufficiently to enable her to 
take Boat The other two Ladies, conflrained to 
follow her, made wry Faces to one another behind 
her Back, but accompanied her in-doors, leaving the 
Gentlemen to faunter about, or fit over their Wine. 
Having entered our little Parlour, and made a pro- 
digious fufs, till we were all in waiting on her, "How 
" horridly vapourifh I feel ! " cries fhe ; " But what 1 
" Is that fome real Dragon China on the Mantel-Shelf? 
How did you come by it, Mrs. Patty ? " 

I coldly replied, " My Father bought it. Madam." 
"And, thofe JofTes and Mandarins," purfues fhe, 
"have pofitively the appearance of being, nay, they 
" are genuine ! What lovely Chelfea China ! Thefe 
" ShepherdeiTes fondling Lambs and Kids are nearly 
" equal to mine. Sure, can a Perfon of your Father's 
« Condition, Mrs. Fatty, afford to be a Virtuofo % " 

" Had my Hufband not been a Virtuofo, Madam," 
fajrs my Mother, quietly looking up from making an 
Hippocratei fleeve for our Jelly, "thefe Girls had never 
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"needed to keep a Bun-houfe." Which indeed, was 
true enough, for my Father^ who had been apprenticed 
to the firfl Jeweller in London, might have commanded 
a flourifhing Bufmefs, and accumulated a Fortune, but 
for his unhappy Tafle for Articles of Virtu, which led 
him into connecflion with unprincipled Men of Qua- 
lity, who ran in his Debt, and would have run him 
through if he had dunned 'em ; and that again *led to 
his drowning Trouble in Intemperance. So that, had 
not a Legacy, opportunely left to my dear Mother for 
her fole and feparate ufe, enabled her to purchafe our 
prefent Houfe and Bufmefs, for Prudence and me, 
'twould have fared ill with her and with us, and with 
my poor Father too. And hitherto, we had gone on fo 
fteadily and refpecflably, that we had given general Sa- 
tisfadlion, and notwithflanding our unprotecfled State 
(for my poor Father ^2j& almofl worfe than no Protec- 
tion,) had kept good Names, and met with no Let nor 
Hindrance. 

Lady Betty, without vouchfafing more than a Stare 
at the Speaker of the Words jufl addreffed to her, turns 
her Head flowly round towards me, and with more 
Haughtinefs than I can defcribe, "Prithee, Mrs. 
^^ Patty y^ fays fhe, " is that good Woman your Mother ? " 

Now certainly, to be a good Woman is the chief 
Merit of our Sex ; and to have it acknowledged that 
one whom we dearly love and reverence is fuch, ought 
to be taken as a compliment, rather than the other 
way : but yet I knew full well that Lady Betty had not 
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ufed this term refpectfuUy and kindly, but quite the re- 
verfe ; wherefore I replied, "Yes, Madam,'' very bluntly. 

"How are the Men amufing themfelves]" fays Ihe 
to Lady Grace^ who was looking out of the Window. 

" Mr. Caryl feems reading them a copy of Verfes 
"which diverts them hugely," faid Lady Grace. 

" Odious Creature ! " cried Lady Betty, forgetting all 
her Languor, and fanning herfelf vehemently, "A Man 
" of Letters is the very word poflible Ingredient in a 
" Party of Pleafure ; he thinks of Nothing but fhewing 
" himfelf off. I'll never invite another to a Folly. 
" Sure 'tis Time for us now to think of returning." 

"Were we not to wait for the Moon ?^ fays Lady 
Grace, 

"If you particularly wifli it, we will do fo," fays 
Lady Betty, "but I really believe the evening Air on 
"the Water will kill me." 

" Oh, then the Moon will be too expenfive a lux- 
" ury," fays Lady Greece, "let us return at once by all 



" means." 



And the Black Boy was inflantly fent to prepare 
the Gentlemen for the reembarkation. 

" Give me my Cardinal, Child," fays Lady Betty to 
Gatty, " Why, what on Earth is the matter with your 
" Hands % They are covered with a Rafli. Your Face, 
" too, is as red as this Velvet Huh ! don't come 
" near me ! Stay, let me rufli into the open Air. You 
" are fickening with fome infectious Complaint" 

Poor Gatty flood transfixed and aghafl; Lady 
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Grace gave a little Shriek, and ran to the door after 
Lady Betty; while the elder Lady, lefs abfurdly ti- 
morous, Hood at paufe, looking at the poor Girl, who 
did, indeed, appear very much heated. 

** You are really ill, I believe, yoimg Woman," faid 
(he (liffly. " What is to be done % You cannot go 
" back with us in the Boat." 

And following Lady Betty ^ fhe held a Dialogue with 
with her in the open Air. 

" She can't come near me \ (he (han't come near 
"me," cries Lady Betty vehemently; and then the 
three Ladies talked under their Breath. At length 
Lady Mary returned. 

" Young Woman," fays (he ; " Dear me, Mrs. Patty ^ 
" you are very incautious, to hold her Hand that Way, 
"with her Head refting on your Neck; there's no 
" knowing what (he may communicate," 

" I'm not afraid of her communicating any Harm, 
" Madam," faid L 

"I have come to a(k you," refumes Lady Mary^ 
" whether you know of any decent Lodging, where this 
** young Perfon may be placed till her lUnefs declares 
" itfelf one Way or another. I fuppofe there muft be 
" plenty of People that would readily take her in," 

"Indeed, Madam," faid my Mother^ again taking 
up the Word, "if the Diforder be, as you feem to fup- 
^ pofe, infectious, I do not fee how we can afk any of 
" our Neighbours to incur the Hazard of it ; but, for 
"myfelf, I am fo little fearful of the Confequences, 
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"that I will undertake the Care of Mrs. Gatty, if 
" Lady Betty wifhes it, till, as yoiir Ladyjhip fays, her 
" lUnefs declares itfelf one Way or another." 

" An excellent Plan ! extremely well thought of," 
fays Lady Mary, " Of courfe. Lady Betty will remu- 
" nerate you handfomely for your Trouble." 

"And Rifle," put in my Mother, 

"And Rifle," repeated \jdAyMary; "though, I proteft, 
I think there is none ; but that the young Woman has • 
" merely been overheated, and taken a Chill upon it" 

Though Lady Mary fpoke not fmcerely, yet her 
expreifed Opinion was fo much like my Mother^ s real 
one, that the Arrangement was fpeedily concluded. 
And then, after as much Fufs in departing as they had 
made in arriving, thefe heartlefs Denizens of the 
Great World quitted us ; full of themfelves, caring very 
little for each other, and leafl of all for the poor 
Dependent left fick upon our Hands. 

"Thank Goodnefs they're gone!" exclaimed Pru- 
dence, as the lafl Ruflle of Silk, and the lafl empty 
Laugh was heard. 

"And now, where to beflow our young Charge!" 
faid my Mother, 

"Oh, how kind you are to me!" faid Gatty; Tears 
rolling down her Cheeks. "Any Place will do." 

"I think Prudence muft fleep in the little Clofet 
" beyond Iny Chamber," faid my Mother, "and then, 
" Patty, you can fliare your Bed with Mrs. Gatty, You 
"are not afraid. Child, are you]" 

''Afraid, Mother ? No ! " 
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Mrs, Patty 6^ Mrs. Gatty, 

The Bed and Night-Clothes were foon prepared ; 
and as I helped Mrs. Gatty to undrefs, I could not 
help noting, that though her Gown was of the plainefl 
black Stuff, her under Garments were beautifully Fine; 
and fitted to a Nicety; which corroborated what (he 
had faid of her being a young Woman of good Con- 
dition. "You mufl not alarm yourfelf, Mrs. Gatty^^ 
faid t.; "you will very likely be quite well to-morrow." 

" Don't call me Mrs. Gatty',' fays ftie. " Call me 
" Gertrude, which is my proper Name, and it will put 
" me in mind of Home." 

"Well, then, Mrs. Gertrude;' faid I. 

" Not Mrs. at all, I entreat of you," faid fhe, " plain, 
" fimple Gertrude." 

" Simple Gertrude you may be," faid I, " but plain 
" Gertrude you certainly are not" 

She fmiled faintly, and faid, "Ah, you are very 
"Kind, and mean kindly; but the finefl Compliment 
" in the World is of little Value to me, compared with 
" a Word of Kindnefs : and yours only pleafes me fo 
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" far as Kindnefs is expreffed in it And now, dear 
"Mrs. Patty^ let down the Curtain, and make the 
" Chamber as dark as you can, and I will try to fleep; 
"for my Head aches to Diflradlion, and there is No- 
" thing you can do for me." 

When I went down Stairs, I found my Mother 
mentioning Gattys Cafe to Dr. Eiwes, who frequently 
Hepped in to fmoak a quiet Pipe under our Elms. 
He immediately went up Stairs to fee her ; and was 
guarded in pronouncing whether fhe had a Fever, a 
Chill, a Surfeit, or what ; but faid Time would difclofe, 
and he would fee her again in the Morning. Mean- 
while, (he was to be kept Cool and Quiet ; and he 
would write a Prefcription for a Compofmg Draught, 
which accordingly he did. 

"And now, with refpedl to Supper," faid I, when 
he was gone. " Dear me ! who has thought, adl this 
Time of Mr. Fenwick i " 

No one had remembered him : fo I immediately 
carried up his Whey and Buns, fmote to the Heart at 
his having been fo entirely overlooked. When I went 
in, he was flill fitting at the Cafement He faid, 
"Well, Leahr with a gentle Smile, which affured me 
that he had heard and remembered what had pafTed 
at Lady Betty's Table. 

"Dear Sir," faid I, "I am quite forry you (hould 
" have been fo long forgotten. We have had fuch a 
" noify Party this Afternoon." 

" Rather tumultuous certainly," faid he ; " they 
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" helped to amufe me, and it was not my Fault that I 
" heard every Word they faid." 

"How loudly High-Bred People laugh and talk, 
"Sir!" faid I. 

"I doubt if it be High-Breeding to do fo," faid he; 
" Ill-Breeding it feems to me." 

" What did you think, Sk, of Mr. Caryl 1 Mr. Paul^ 
" as they called him % " 

"Well, I thought he tried to ferve the Peterjham 
" Chicken with Walpole Sauce." 

" He was very fmart and ready. Sir, was'nt he ] " 

" Yes, Mrs. Patty ^ he had plenty of Repartee." 

"What is a Repartee, Sir?" 

"A fmart Reply. When Mr. Pope^ who was de- 
" formed, aflced a yoimg Officer if he knew what a 
"Note of Interrogation was, the other replied, *A 
"'little crooked Thing that afks Queftions.' That 
" was a Repartee." 

"A very ill-natured One, though. Sir. When Sir 
" Charles faid of the unfortunate Emigrant Lady, * That 
*** Woman deferves a Crown,* and Mr. Paul rejoined, 
"that he had not a Crown to lay at her Feet, but he 
" had Half-a-Crown very much at her Service : was 
" that a Repartee % " 

' " Yes, it was fuggefled by the Remark of the Firfl, and 
"could not have been prepared You have culled a 
" Grain of Wheat, Mrs. Patty, from a Bufhel of Chaff." 

"You thought Lady Betty a great Beauty, I fup- 
"pofe, Mr. FenwkkV 
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" Well, (he is what is called a Fine Woman, I be- 
" lieve. Fine Eyes, and Teeth ; good Carriage of the 
« Head." 

"Oh Sir! had you feen her tofs that Head at my 
" poor Mother I *Twas as much as I could ftand ! " 

"I am glad, then, that I did not She has Wit, 
"however, but is too artificial, flighty, and exadling. 
" There's a degree of Coarfenefs about her. Twas fo 
" humourous, to hear her trying to recover her Supre- 
" macy in that Dialogue, among the Men, when Ihe 
"began, once and again 'When I was at Peterwa- 
" radin^ and no one was liflening to her ! " 

" Except you and me. Sir. Well, I muft not keep 
" you from Supper." 

"Nor mud I keep you (landing. How are you 
" going to manage about Mrs. Gatty ? " 

"She's going to fleep with me. Sir; if I fleep at all, 
" that is." 

" You expedl a redlefs Night" 

"I doubt if I (hall lie down if (he continue as 
" (he is." 

" If you are going to fit up, you will requu*e Some- 
" thing to keep you awake. Shall I find you a Book 
" to read ? " 

" Do, if you pleafe. Sir; I (hall gratefully thank you." 

"Well then, what will you havel You know I 
" have no Novels. Here is a charming Paper of Mr. 
" Addi/on'Sf in one of the old Speilators^ which I was 
" reading when you came ia * Cheerfulnefs preferable 
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** ^to Mirths How well it opens ! * I have always pre- 
" *ferred Cheerfulnefs to Mirth. The latter I confider 
" *as an A61, the former as a Habit of the mind' " 

" That will not take long in reading, Sir. Might I 
** have one of Shakf pearls Plays % I liked the Mer- 
" chant of Venice fo much ! " 

"Certainly you may. Did you like Romeo and 
"^ Juliet V 

"Notatall, Sir." 

" Come, then, here is the Winter's Tale for yoiL Or 
"(lay, here is Cymbeline, You will like much of it, 
** though not all ; for you have as nice a tafle in Books, 
** Mrs. Patty, as your Father has in old China. Imogen 
" is one of the purefl, loveliefl Creations of the Poet 
** When you get tired of her Companions, turn the Leaf 
" till you come to her, and you won't fall afleep. Her 
** two Brothers, too, in the Cave, are charming. What 
" a fine Leflbn is given here, in a mere pafling Word 
**of the Phyfician to the Queen, againll Cruelty to 
"dumb Animals! She tells him (he experimen- 
" talizes with Poifons on Creatures not worth the hang- 
"ing; and he tells her (he hardens her Heart, and 
" proceeding from low degrees to higher, will become 
" carelefs of inflidling pain and death on fuperior Na- 
"tures. Here it is, Mrs. Fatty '^ 

I took the Book, curtfeyed, and withdrew; think- 
ing that this little Dialogue with the good young 
Curate after the Noife and Babble of Lady Betty^s 
Party, was like gazing on cool Green, after one's 
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Eyes had been dazzled by garifti Sunfhine. Since, he 
had lodged with us, to drink frelh Whey and recover 
his Health, I, being the elder and plainer Sifter of the 
two, had principally waited upon him ; though I fel- 
dom encroached fo much on his Leifure as on this 
Evening, which I partly ventured on, becaufe I felt I 
had negledled him during the Afternoon. 

Mrs. Gatty pafled a reftlefs Night, and rambled a 
good deal, fancying herfelf at Home, or what I con- 
cluded fuch ; and talking of, and to her Kinsfolk and 
Intimates by name. What with attending to her and 
reading my Play-Book, I got not much Reft ; but to- 
wards Day-Break, fhe became Quiet ; fo then I had 
a good Nap, with my Cloathes loofened, but not ofl^ 
and awoke refreflied, juft in time to go and fee the 
Milk and Bread fent out, which was my daily duty. 

Our's had become a large Concern. At firft, we 
only fold Bread and Buns to thofe who came to the 
Shop; then we got on to having two Carts, that 
went into Town twice a Week; then Whey was 
wanted, and we had a Cow ; but the Cow was not in 
Milk all the Year round, fo then we had two ; and then 
we kept their Calveij, Prue and I undertaking to bring 
them up by Hand ; and the pretty Creatures grew fo 
fond of us, that they would run round the Meadow 
after us if we but held out our Finger to them. In 
ftiort, our Milk and Whey became in fuch repute, that 
we got on from two Cows to fix, and at length to twelve, 
and had the largeft Milk-Walk in the neighbourhood. 
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Our man Andrew, who was from Devon/hire^ looked 
after the Dairy ; and Saunders, who was a Scot, was 
our Baker ; but a Millrefs's Eye is worth two Pair of 
Hands ; and one Reafon of our Succefs was undoubt- 
edly that we looked clofely after our Bufmefs ourfelves, 
no matter how much Money was coming into the Till. 

Dr. Elwes ufed to fay, that he never knew better 
Samples of a genteel Induflry than in our Eftablifhment; 
but doubtlefs, the good Dodlot's Judgment w^-s fome- 
what biaffed by his Partiality for my dear Mother; 
whom, I am bold to think, if he had known her before 
ihe was married, and before he himfelf had rifen from 
the Ranks, (if one may fay fo of a Civilian,) he would 
have gladly made his Wife. What a different Lot for 
my poor Mother! But then, the whole Story of our 
Lives would have been altered, and the Divine Pur- 
pofes quite otherwife manifefled; and my poor Father 
would have gone down the Stream, with ne'er a Hand 
held out to draw him towards Shore. 

Jufl as I was booking the Loaves put into the 
Carts, up rides Mr. Arbuthnot on a mighty fine Horfe. 
He was, as good Mr. Matthew Henry fays of Frince 
Adonijah, a pretty, comely young Gentleman ; and he 
lighted down, and gave his Bridle to Feter, and (lepped 
up to me, to inquire how fared Mrs. Gatty, faying that 
he hoped to make himfelf welcome to Lady Betty by 
carrying good news, therefore had ridden to Chelfea 
before BreakfafL I replied, fhe had had a diilurbed 
Night, but was then fleeping ; on which, having not 
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much more to fay, and feeing me bufied, he went his 
ways. 

Juil then, my Mother called over the Stair-Head, 
in rather an agitated Voice, to inquire whether my 
Father had yet got his Dilh of llrong green Tea; and 
knowing that he had come Home fomewhat convivial 
in the Middle of the Night, and was likely to be 
troubled with Head-Ache, low Spirits, and Ill-Hu- 
mours this Morning, I haflily went into the back Par- 
lour. But there was dear Prudence already at her 
Poll, frelh as a Primrofe, with the Tea brewed, and 
. the Table fpread with a tempting variety of Meats, frefli 
Eggs, and hot Rolls, not one of which had my poor 
Father the Appetite to taile, but fat with trembling 
Hands, endeavouring to pour the Cream into his Tea, 
without fpilling it On my coming in, he looks up 
and fays : — 

" Have thofe Rafcals brought the Hamper yetl " 

« What Hamper, Father ? " 

"Why, a Hamper and Packing-Cafe of Chelfea 
" China I bought at the Audlion Rooms yeflerday." 

" Alas, Father, have you been bu)dng more China 1" 

" Yes, I have, Mifs PaMy, more by Token, I bought 
'* it as a Compliment to your Mother^ and outbade my 
" Lord Fribble; fo what have you to fay to that now?" 

" Dear Father, my Mother will feel the compliment ; 
"but, had you let it alone, 'twould have been the 
"greater Kindnefs." 

"That's a Solecifm, Patty; but here comes Peter 
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"with the Cafe; and here comes your Mother to fee 
" it unpacked." 

As 'twas no ufe to crofs him about a Thing that was 
done, I ran to be my dear Mother^ s "live Walking- 
** Stick;" and when I had fettled her in her Eafy-Chair, 
with all her little Comforts about her, fhe takes Breath, 
and fays to my Father^ "Good Morning, my Dear." 

"Good Morning, my Dear," replies he; "this is our 
"Wedding-Day;" and got up, and kiffed her. 

This was fo unlike his ufual Mood, that Prudence 
and I were furprifed and touched. 

" I dare fay now," purfues he, " that you had for- 
"gotitr 

f "Oh, no, Mr. Honeywoody — ^my Dear, I mean," 
" fays my Mother j wiping her eyes, " I remembered it 
"before I got out of Bed — and the lafl thing over- 
" night, too. Fd no Notion your Memory would be 
" fo good, my dear." 

"Well," fays he, "it feems we each did the other 
" Injullice, this Time — ^a good Thing if we never do 
"fo any more. But I remembered it yeflerday, and 
" bought you a Httle Trifle, in Token of it" 

" I am fure I am much obliged to you, my Dear," 
fays my Mother^ " pray what is it 1 " 

" You fhall fee what you fhall fee — ^you (hall fee what 
you fhall fee," repeats he very deliberately, proceeding to 
take the Silver Paper off fundry little Figures, as Peter 
difengaged them from the Straw — *'The five Senfes, 
" my Dear — ^the greatefl Bargain I ever knew." 
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My poor Mother lifted up her Hands and Eyes. 
"At your old Tricks again, Mr. Honeywood^^ faid ftie 
softly. 

" Old Tricks 1 " repeated he, with the Air of an in- 
jured Man; "why, thefe are the moft exquifite little 
" Gems you ever faw ! A Nobleman could not make 
"a more dehcate Pfefent to his Miftrefs. — Look at 
"this charming little Creature ftroking her Lapdog 
"... and this high-bred Toaft taking a Pinch of 
" SnufF, this Lady of Quality fipping Tokay, and this 
" Opera-belle ready to fwoon with Extafy at Banancini 
" — ^where are your Eyes, my Dearl " 

"Ah, Mr. Honeywood^ you know the old Sayings 
" * Pleafe the Eye and plague the Heart' " ^ 

" Plague my Heart, then ! " cries he in rifmg Dud- 
geon, " if you are not the moft hard to pleafe of any 
" Woman alive. Why, a Peer bade againft me !" 

"My Dear, I wifh the Lot had been knocked 
" down to him. Thefe are fiiitable Toys for a Per- 
" fonage of that Condition, but not for us. Why, now, 
"I venture to fay this Set coft you five and twenty 
" Pounds, at the loweft figure." 

" Five and twenty 1 You may add Something to 
"that Why, Mrs. Hmeywood, you muft be a Dolt, to 
"know their Value no better than* that, or elfe you 
" are fa)dng fo to incenfe me ! " 

"Indeed, my Dear,"! jj^^ve learnt .the World's Value 
"for fuch Things but i^^ well; by having to pay for 
" them fo often. Are q^ ^ paid for V 
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" Confufion, Madam ! Do you mean to doubt my 
"Honour?" 

"Why really, Mr. Hbneywood, you have fo little 
** Money except what is earned by thefe poor Girls, 
**that I might be excufed for alking. And in Truth I 
^ do not feel it fo much of a Compliment as I could 
**wifh, to have Prefents bought to gratify your own 
*'Tafte, which you know do not fuit mine, and after 
"all, be obliged to pay the Bill" 

" This is Language I will fland from no Womaii." 

"Nay, Mr. Honeywood, jufl look at thofe Shep- 
** herdeffes on the Mantel-Shelf, and fay if it were not 
"fo with them ..." ... (Smafli went the Shep- 
herdelTea) 

" The Senfes Ihall go next," cried he, "if you fay an- 
" other Word ! Don't cling to m^. Fatty I They flialL" 

"Dear Father ^ ray Mother is not going to lay ano- 
" ther Word Pray be calm." 

"I protell . . ." begins my Mother. 

" Dear Mother, pray diOv^i— Father! Father! Pray 
" withdraw — ^as a Favour ! " 

*^What! be turned out of the Room like a'chidden 
" Child 1 Your Father, Mrs. Fatty ? FU fit here till 
" Dinner, I vow. Frue, fetch me the Daily Courant, 
" and a clean Pipe." 

" It has not come in yet, Father^ 

" Hang it ! everything is out ojf joint I I (hall go to 
**the Trumpet, in Sheer Lane, and yo^ won't hear of 
"me again, any of you, for a gO(\(J "While," 
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Prue and I tried to flay him, but in vain. My 
Mother was (bedding filent Tears. 

"Heaven forgive me," faid (he, "if I fpoke too 
" warmly, or crofldy. After his Kifs, and all 1 it feemed 
'^ fo ungracious to take it amifs. But I know too well^ 
"he only ufed our Wedding-Day as a Blind, and if he 
" gets into thefe old Ways again, he will not merely end 
" his own Days in Jail, but fend you there too. So that 
"proted I mud, if I hadn't another Breath to draw!" 

About Noon, Mr. fames^ one of Lady Betty's laced 
Footmen, came to inquire after a Diamond Ring her 
Lady(hip faid Gatty mud have dropped on the Grafs. 
We looked for it carefully, b.ut could, not (ind it 

"I dare fay we (hall find that my Lady has it at 
" Home all the While," fays Mr. fames (which, indeed, 
proved afterwards to be the Cafe). " However, if it 
" (hould not turn up, Woe to poor Mrs. Gatty/ She 
"will Ke under awful Blame for Heedleflfnefs, if not 
"be counted a Thief. And pray how is Mrs. Gatty 
" this Morning 1 we Servants are all concerned for her, 
" (he is fo gentle and pretty-behaved, though (he does 
" keep us at a Didance ! I wi(h to know on my own 
"Account, I affure you, as well as to take back 
" the News to my Lady, though (he does not care 
" much about her, except as far as her own Convenience 
"goes." 

" Mrs. Gatty continues very ill," faid I, " and has 
" twice been feen by a Phyfician, who thinks (he will 
" take Time to recover. You may as well report this 
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"to Lady Betty ^ for the Dodlor had not paid his 
" fecond Vifit when Mr. Arhuthnot called." 

"Mr. ArbuthnotI Why (hould he calH" fays Mr. 
James, "Lady Betty would be mad enough to 
" think he took the Trouble of knowing whether Mrs. 
" Gatty were aHve or dead." 

"He called in order to report her Condition to 
" Lady Betty;' faid L " Rely on it," faid Mr. James, 
" he called on his own Account, for Humanity fake, if 
"nothing more. He hafn't been near my Lady to- 
" day, and I had it from his Man that he has gone 
"down to dine in the Country with the old Earl; 
"that's Lady Gracis Father, Sure, he muft have 
.^ " named Lady Grace^ not Lady Betty," 

There was no more to be faid, and I never encou- 
rage mere Tattle ; but I thought that good and pretty 
as Gertrude was, it could be no Advantage to have a 
Gentleman like Mr. Arbuthnot concerning himfelf 
about her. 

We are all mighty fond of high Matches ; not con- 

fidering that what is a high Match on one Side mufl 

be a low one on the other ; and that there is little 

' real Happinefs to be looked for where Eflates are 

widely unequal. 

I alked Mr. James whether my Lady were not 
much put out by the Lofs of her Woman's Services. 

He replied, " Oh no, (he keeps one for Shew and 
" one for life. Mrs. Gatty ^ for as hard a Life as (he 
"leads, does Nothing in Comparifon of Madame 
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" Pompon, who is the real Waiting-Maid of the two. 
"But my Lady requires a fecond, who fhall have 
*' white Hands, and do Quantities of fine Work, and 
** be at her Beck and bear with her Humours. Why 
"(hould Ihe not require two Women to few in her 
" Ante-Chamber, as well as two Men to hang behind 
" her Chariot ]" 

Two Women and two Men to wait upon one ! 
Well ! there mull needs be different Levels ; and 
maybe the Time will come when Habits of Living 
fhall be fimpler. I have read, in one of Mr. Fen- 
wicUs Books, of an Englijh KLing in old Times, that 
had his Barge rowed by eight other ELings. And of 
another, that had a Menial whofe fole Office was to 
lie under the Table, and chafe and cherifli his Ma- 
jefl/s Feet in cold Weather. King Adonibezeck had 
threefcore and ten Kings, having their Thumbs and 
great Toes cut off, that gathered their Meat under his 
Table. The making one's own Glory lie in the ab- 
je6l or lowly State to which we reduce others, always 
feems to me to relilh of Barbarifm, however high De- 
gree may carry it offl -^ 




Chapter III. 

The Houfehold of a Virtuofo. _ 

Ah ! how forry a Thing is it, when a Man^s Abfence 
from his own Home is felt by all the Houfehold to 
be a Relief ! My poor Father kept his Word, of not 
coming nigh us, for a good While; and, could we 
have been afTured of his being well, and doing well, 
there would have been no Alloy to our Comfort under 
the Deprivation, however we might feel^alhamed to 
acknowledge it ^'' 

The unfortunate Habit of buying Things he did 
not want, had become a Kind of Difeafe, that I verily 
think he could no longer controul ; but it might have 
been checked in its firll Beginnings in early Life, for 
it coidd not have been bom with him. How careful 
ihould People be to fhun the firll Temptations to 
needlefs and lawlefs Expenditure ! inflead of putting 
themfelves in the Way of it, as I am free to fay many 
do, out of mere Wantonnefs. 'Tis they that keep up 
our Lace-Shops and Audlions, on whofe Spoils un- 
principled Dealers grow rich, while honefter People 
cannot get their Bills paid by them, and fo are ruined. 
Lady Bettys Man had fcarce left us, when I went to 
my Father's Wardrobe to put away fome Linen I had 
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been repairing ; when, in one of the Drawers, I came 
upon five Pairs of red Silk Stockings, worth eight or 
ten Shillings the Pair, that had never been fo much as 
put on ! He had bought them, years ago, to wear 
with his Sad-coloured Coat and Scarlet Waillcoat; 
but the Falhion for them had already gone by, and 
one Pair would have fufficed a Man that needed 'em 
fo feldom; whereas, I warrant, he took an Half- 
Dozen. 

To return to the Matter in Hand. When I earned 
Mr. Fenwick his Chocolate and Rufks, I found him 
with Writing Implements and Papers all about, 
hurriedly affixing his fine CameHon Seal to a fome- 
what bulky Packet I faid, " Dear Heart, Sir, are you 
"prudent, do you think, in writing fo much 1" 

" If you cut me off" fi*om writing, Mrs. Patty y^ lays 
he, with his pleafant Smile, " pray what do you leave 
" me 1 I am already forbidden to talk, I am unable 
" to walk, and I cannot always be reading. Oblige 
" me by pofling this Packet by a fafe Hand ; or llay, 
"here is a Shilling for a fpecial MelTenger, if you 
** will find one." 

I faid, " I will, Sir," and happening to call my Ey« 
abfently on the Superfcription of the Packet as I with- 
drew, I faw that it was addreffed to Mr. Paid Caryl^ 
WilTs Coffee-Houfe, which llruck me, as I knew not 
that he was any Acquaintance of Mr. FenwicHs, 

Mrs. Gatty continued exceeding ill all that Day, her 
Tongue forked and crimfon-red, her Eyes wandering, 
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and her Deliration inceflantly finding Vent in an inco- 
herent Babble, of which few Words could be made 
out, fo thick and quick was her Voice. When Dr. 
Elwes faw her next, he (hook his Head, and lajdng his 
Hand kindly on my Shoulder, " You are in for it now, 
" Mrs. Fattyy* fays he. " I don't believe you will take 
" Infection, but it may be as well to keep yourfelf to 
" yourfelf, and not go below, efpecially to your younger 
"Sifter. This poor thing's Fever will turn in a few 
" Days ; and in the mean Time, you muft continue to 
" be what you have begun, by being a good Samari- 
" tanr I dropped a few Tears to hear him talk thus, 
but he bade me by no Means to give way to low 
Spirits, but take plenty of generous Nourilhment ; and 
he would fet them on their Guard below, without 
frightening them. He alfo faid fomewhat of an hired 
Nurfe, but I begged him not to think of it, unlefs in- 
deed I fhould fall fick myfelf, and then I would rather 
have one than endanger Prue, 

When he was gone, I kneeled down and prayed ; 
then rofe with much Compofure and fat down to my 
Work, which was making a Net to keep the Flies from 
the Paflry, occafionally lajdng it afide to render the 
poor Sufferer what Attention (he required. 

By and by I heard the Tap of my dear Mother's 
Walking-Stick, coming up the Stairs ; but I would by 
no Means let her in, only fpoke to her through the 
Door, as cheerfully as I could, and bade her take Care 
of dear Prue and her dear Self. 
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The next few Days and Nights were very trying. I 
obtained a nearer Sight of the dark Valley we mufl all 
pafs through foon or late than I had ever done before. 
It feemed to throw an entirely different Hue over the 
Face of natural and fpiritual Things, and to (hew the 
littlenefs of many Things that are commonly confidered 
great, and the greatnefs of many that are confidered 
little. 

At length the Fever took a Turn, and poor Gatty 
opened her Eyes with a Look that had Senfe and Re- 
cognition in it She faid, " Oh me, how weak I am ! 
" Are you ftill here, dear Mrs. PaMy 1 How llrange it 
" feems to me to be Ijdng a-bed without hearing my 
^^Lady pulling her Bell, and rapping the Floor with 
"her Slipper!" 

I bent over her and kiffed her wan Lips, which (he 
requited by a thankful Smile, and then dozed off into 
what I was ready to believe was a redoring Sleep. I 
was very defirous not to didurb it, fo fat perfedlly dill 
at my Netting, clofe to the open Window, through 
which the warm Summer Air came refre(hingly, with- 
out waving the white Curtains of the Bed. Mr. Fen- 
wields Window, which was alfo open, was immedi- 
ately below ; and through it I could hear Voices, and 
what they were faying. I (hould remark that I after- 
wards learnt from Prue^ that, from the Time of my 
confining myfelf above Stairs, Mr. Fenwick^ upon whom 
it had been her portion to wait, had been uncommon 
redlefs and fidgetty. 
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He fo feldom received a Vifitor, that I was furprifed 
to hear a Man's Voice in his Chamber. Nor did I at 
firfl think I had ever heard it before. 

Frue had probably announced the Name without 
its reaching me ; for the firft Exclamation I heard was 
from Mr. Fenwick^ who appeared to flart from the 
Window-Seat, with, "Sir! — This Condefcenfion con- 
ifers both Honour and Pleafure !" 

" Don't name it," faid the other eafily, " the Pleafure 
"is mine. I came to fee the ingenious Madman to 
" whom I was indebted for the Letter and the Manu- 
•*fcript" 

"Madman?" repeated Mr. Fenwicky deprecatingly. 

" Yes, Madman," reiterated the other, " for who, in 
" his Senfes, would addrefs a Poem to a Patron almofl 
"as pennilefs as himfelf ?" 

" Sir, there are other Claims to Reverence," replied 
Mr. Fenwicky " befides thofe of Wealth." 

" Truly I hope fo," replied his Vifitor, "but I don't 
" know that they are germane to the prefent Queflion. 
" You write a Poem ; you want a Meccmas; and in- 
" flead of addreffing a laudatory Dedication to fome 
" Peer of Mark and Magnitude, you Hght upon a poor 
" Brother Witiing and Authorling like myfelf " 

"Your Courtefy leffens not the Diftance between 
"us," faid Mr. Fenwick; "you are a recognifed Wit 
" and fuccefsful Man of Letters ; I only a poor Afpi- 
" rant" 

"Aye, Man, but Wits don't make one Another's 
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" Fortunes. Shakfpeare^ Spen/er^ and /onfon, did not 
" dedicate to one another. Shakfpeare had his South- 
^'ampton; Spenfer his Raleigh^ Sidney^ Hatton^ Bur- 
^^leighy a whole Cloud or Galaxy of Sponfors." 

"There's fomething wrong and humiliating in the 
5^ « Syftem," faid Mr. Fenwick, 

" Something rotten in the State of Denmark /" faid 
" the other. " Truly there is ! Shakfpeare may have 
"unfeignedly admired Southampton and Spenfer Sid^ 
** ney; but the relation between Patron and Client has 
"degenerated into Something unworthy of free, up- 
bright Minds. Does my thought jump with yours 1" 

" It does, I confefs to you. I am poor ; mofl of 
" our Fraternity are. I am cut off from my profeflional 
"Duties, and have employed a Seafon of Leifiu-e, 
"and cheated fome Hours of Languor, by what, it 
** mull be owned, I compofed for downright Pleafure 
" rather than for Gain. Yet a Man does not willingly 
" let his cherilhed Thoughts die." 

" Certainly not" 

"Therefore I afpired to fee mine in Print ; infcribed 
"not to fome bloated Peer, more competent to decide 
" on the Merits of a Pipe of Bordeaux than of an Ode 
" by Horace^ but to fome one whofe Genius and turn 
" of Thought I fmcerely admired." 

" Mr. Fenwicky have you a private Fortune 1" 

" Oh no. Sir . . . only a poor Curacy of fifty Pounds 
"a Year." 

" Your Talles are expenfive, let me tell you, for a 
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" poor Man. Had you writ your Dedication to my 
" Lord Earljloke inllead of to me, he might have 
** given you twenty Pounds !" 

" I would rather have burned my Poem." 

" Sir Charles Sefton might have given you thirty." 

" But had I faid to him what I have faid to you, it 
would have been a Lie." 

" Pooh ! you are too nice. Why, Man, I have writ 
" Dedications myfelf. I know the Market- Value of 
" thefe Things. Moreover, the Bookfellers will laugh 
" at you, and probably will refufe to print" 

" Well, Sir, no great Harm done ; I (hall be difap- 
" pointed, but not heartbroken. Happy for me, I am 
" not writing for Bread." 

" Hark ye, Mr. Fenwiek — " 

And I could not catch the Senfe nor Connexion of 
what followed. Mr. Caryl feemed to lead away quite 
from the Subject in Hand to College Matters, and 
alking Mr. FemvicHs Opinion about this and t'other 
Poet; for fuch I took *em to be, becaufe they got 
upon fuch Names as Lucretius and Catullus^ and 
others ending in us^ the which I had feen tagged to 
the Mottoes of the Tatler and Speilator, And they 
feemed to talk over their Merits, and declare their 
own Opinions of them, which did not agree, becaufe 
I heard Mr. Caryl laugh at Mr. Fenwick for battling 
fo floutly with his Patron, Then they got on to Greek 
Play- Writers, I think, and feemed more of a Mind, 
and to warm mightily and fpout favourite Paffages, 

D 



34 The Old Chelfea Bun-Houfe, 

each inciting and kindling the other, fo that 'twas 
quite pleafant to hear 'em, even without underftand- 
ing a Word of what they were fajdng^- and I was glad 
Mr. Fenwick had Company fo much to his Mind, that 
would make the Morning fly away fo fafl; and only 
hoped he might not over-exert himfelf, and fuffer for 
it afterwards. Then I fell to thinking that if fuch were 
his Tafles and Capacities, what a wide, wide Barrier 
there mufl be between his cultivated Mind and our 
uncultivated Minds, and how trite and poor muil 
feem to him the very bed Remarks that we could 
offer 1 And while I was purfuing this Thought, and 
forgetting to hearken to their Difcourfe, I was recalled 
to it all at once by hearing Mr. Caryl fay, 

" This won't do ; I muft be off! Good Day, Sir ! " 

And, in fhaking Hands with Mr. Fenwick^ I fuppofe 
he endeavoured to leave a Purfe in his Hand; for I 
heard Mr. Fenwick quite energetically fay, 

" Oh no ! No indeed ! I cannot think of it for a 
" Moment ! It mufl not be fo." 

And <the other; "Nay, but it muft be fo ! For once, 
** you mull flatter my Vanity by letting me fancy my- 
« felf a Lord Earlftoker 

" That would, on the contrary, be to humble your 
" Vanity. In a Word, Sir, I cannot ! you muft grant 
" me my Pride, inftead of pretending to gratify your 
"'Vanity; and my Pride is to be a free Man, and 
" fpeak the Truth unpaid." 

" Well, you are an Eccentricity. I'm afraid you 






The Haufehold of a Virtuofo. 35 

" won't find it anfwer in the long Run. FU tell you 
" what m do; for I mujl do Something. Cave will 
" flout at the very idea of publilhing Poems with fuch 
** a Dedication as yours ; permit me the life of your 
Manufcript for a Day or two. Ill read a Palfage of 
it here and there at my Coffee-Houfe, and ditto at 
Dodflefs, fing its Praifes, and make a Myflery of its 
Author ; inflead of offering it him for Publication, 
** ru wait till he makes Advances to me. See if tiiat 
"won't do!" 

" Mr. Caryly you are making me your Slave — I 
** mean, your Debtor, for Life !" 

" Why, a Debtor is b, fort of Slave to his Creditor, 
"you free Man! See how foon you are chained! 

 

** However, don't let us reckon our Chickens before 
" they are hatched. The Plan may take, or may fail 
" Farewell" 

And I heard him lightiy run down Stairs ; and look- 
ing foftiy out of my Window, I could fee Mr. Fenivick 
leaning on his Window-Sill, his Cheek refting on his 
Hand, in profound and, I doubt not, blifsful Reverie, 
Perhaps a Man more peacefully happy than he was at 
that Moment did not exift 



V^c^ 




Chapter IV. 
The Chinefe Parlour, 

A. 

Mrs. Gaitys Fever having now turned, 'tis incredi- 
ble the Gratitude fhe expreffed to me for all my Care 
of her during the courfe of it. I may fay that during 
the whole Term, the only Concern Lady Betty (hewed 
whether (he were likely to fmk or fwim, was conveyed 
in a (ingle Meflfage, and that of the briefeft; to know, 
was (he about yetl a likely Thing, when the Girl was 
at that Moment in a Fever-Lethargy ! Gatty took it 
mighty little to Heart, I mud fay for her, when (he 
learned how little Recolledlion of her had been inti- 
mated; and (he faid, with a Smile, (he was ready to 
wi(h they (hould forget her altogether, fo content was 
(he to remain, and fo loth to go back. 

And now her Appetite mended apace, and (he be- 
gan to regain Colour and Fle(h, and the Chamber 
was fumigated, and (he had a warm Bath, and Dr. 
Elwes pronounced that (he might go below with Sa- 
fety to herfelf and others. We refolved to make a 
little Fedival of it, and a(ked him to fup with us, 
which he cheerfully confented to ; and I had Pleafure 
in combing out Gatty s l^^g ^^^ Hair, which (he was 
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yet unequal to doing herfelf, and arranging her Drefs 
with fome Air of Smartnefs. 

After this, (he reclined in the Arm-Chair by the 
Window, to repofe herfelf a little before fhe went 
down Stairs. Meanwhile, I tended a Rofe that grew 
in a Pot that flood in the Window-Sill, and had jufl 
finifhed watering it, when, as lU-Luck would have it, 
the Water, filtering too quickly through the Pot, de- 
fcended copioufly on fome one who had got his Head 
out of the Window beneath. 

" Hallo! Who's that, giving me a Shower-Bath f ' 
cries Mr. Fenwick; at the firfl Sound of whofe 
Voice I drew my Head in quickly, and we both fell a 
laughing. 

" Don*t let us anfwer," fays Gatty, 

" Let us both put our Heads out at the fame Mo- 
" ment," faid I, "and then he won't know which it 



« was." 



It was a pert Thing to do, but we were jufl then in 
cheerful Spirits; fo we looked out, without looking 
down, quite unconcernedly. 

" I am glad to fee you fo much better, Mrs. GattyJ' 
laid Mr. Fenwick; " poor Mrs. Patty^ though, looks all 
" the worfe for her ihutting up. You remind me of 
" the two Damfels in Don Quixote, looking through 
** the Inn-cafement, and plotting Mifchief." 

" Oh no, Sk," fays Gatty, fo foftly that I only heard 
her, and immediately withdrawing and fitting down. I 
did the fame, adluated by that namelefs Feeling 



38 7he Old Chelfea Bun-Hmfe. 

which often tells Women what is feemly and becom- 
ing for them to do, without enabling them to fay why. 
Mrs. GfUty fhyly begged me to go down firil, be- 
caufe ihe faid my Mather and SiJUr would be glad to 
fee me; which indeed they were. Prue had fet out 
our little Parlour in the prettied Way imaginable. — 
My Father's Arm-Chair was placed for Gatty at the 
little Gothic Window wreathed with Jeflamine; my 
Mother's Chair was in its accuflomed Place. This 
Room was hung with a very expenfive Chmefe Paper, 
that had cofl my Father I am afraid to fay how much 
per Yard, and which was covered with Groups of 
Chinefe Figures illuflrating the Manners and Cufloms 
of that Empire, depidled with extraordinary Livelinefs 
and Verifimilitude; no two Groups alike. This Pa- 
per-hanging had been Pruis and my Pidlure-Gallery 
for many a Vear; and when we were Children, and 
my Father had it by him in Pieces, we had needed 
no other Entertainment on rainy Days; preventing the 
long Rolls from curling up by fetting a Caddy on one 
End, and a Work-Box on the other. Correfponding 
with this Paper were fundry JofTes and Jars, much fit- 
ter for Lady Betty than for us ; and the Mantel-Shelf 
was decorated with Nofegays of frefli Flowers; my 
Mother having put the Five Senfes carefully away, for 
Fear they fhould fhare the Fate of the ShepherdefTes. 
As for the Tea-Table, never was fuch a Spread! 
Fancy-Bread, Buns, and Cakes of all Defcriptions, 
cold Fowl, marbled Yeal, delicate Slices of pink Ham, 
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and a fuperb Diih of ripe Grapes. Dear Prue^ Whom 
I had not feen for fome Days, was blooming with 
Health and Sprightlinefs. She had on a pretty chintz 
Muflin over her Pea-green filk Petticoat, with a Knot 
or two of pale pink Ribbon to her Stomacher, and 
her bed Muflin Apron worked with Panfies and 
Sweet-Peas. A Sweet-Pea (he was herfelf ! fo brightly, 
delicately tinted with Colour ! fo pliant, flim, and de- 
bonnaire! When we were little Girls, kind Dr. Elwes 
had been wont to fay we were as like as two Peas, — 
two Sweet-Peas; but fomehow, I fell oflf afterwards, 
lofl my Bloom and Frefhnefs, grew lanky and angular, 
while Pru^s fcarlet Lips and carmine Cheeks, and 
violet-blue Eyes, grew brighter and deeper every Day; 
only Ihe flopped growing too foon, and, but for her 
neat Make, would have been too round. 

Well, I went up for Mrs. Gaity^ and entering fome- 
what too foftly, furprifed her on her Knees. She 
(lightly coloured as fhe rofe,but faid Nothing, and put- 
ting her Arm within mine, went down Stairs; having 
doubtleffly vented her Gratitude for late Mercies re- 
ceived, in pious Ejaculation, which made me love 
her all the better. My Mother^ s and Si/let's Reception 
of her was mofl cordial, to which fhe refponded with 
the utmofl Cheerfulnefs; and we vied with one ano- 
ther in Alacrity in condudling her to her Seat, and 
bolflering her up in it " Of courfe, you know," faid 
I to Prudence^ '* that Dr. Elwes is going to join us by 
and by." — "Oh, yes," fays fhe, "and Mr. Fenwick 
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too;" which flartled me a little, and made me cafl a 
furtive Glance at myfelf in a little oval Mirrour in a 
Shell-work Frame that hung by the Window. The 
View was not fatisfadlory; in dreifmg Gertrude^ I had 
negledled beflowing Pains on myfelf: befides, my 
wan Look and heavy Eyes were what no Pains could 
remedy. I fupprefled a little Sigh, and looked at 
Gatty. Pale as fhe yet was, even Pruis Beauty faded 
before hers, into the buxom Bloom of a Milkmaid 
Gertrudes Lovelinefs was independent of red and 
white, though the delicate Muflin Kerchief over her 
Neck was not purer than the lily Throat it enclofed. 
For Convenience fake, I had tied her abundant Hair 
in a Club behind, low down on the Poll with a broad 
black Ribband; her Gown was of the plainefl mourn- 
ing Stuff; yet there (he fate, an enthroned Queen for 
Beauty in its Glory, without being in the leaft con- 
fcious of it Of courfe. Angels are beautiful without 
being vain; I think Gatty wz& as removed from Vanity 
as an Angel, and almofl as beautiful. There was 
a Dignity, Repofe, and Thought about her, that 
made you conclude her Mind to be fct upon Some- 
thing high, even without her fpeaking a Word. As all 
this flruck me, I felt inclined to flip away and fmarten 
myfelf; but then thought, why (hould I ] I'm trim and 
neat, though neither pretty nor gay; to aim at match- 
ing Gatty would be futile ; and as for looking wan, 
why,>^j my Reward; for, nurfmg her into Health, I 
have negledled my own. 



The Chinefe Parlour. 4 1 

So I remained as I was; and prefently came down 
Mr. Fenwick, who, Prudence told me, had been quite 
another Man fince Mr. Caryl! s Vifit Clofe on his 
Heels followed Dr. Elwes, in his bell Wig and Ruffles, 
with a Flower in his Button-Hole; fo our gala Pre- 
parations were by no means in vain. Then our little 
Feafl began; with two fuch Men at Table, 'twould 
have been furprifmg if good Converfation had been 
wanting, and every one feemed in happy Tune. As 
for the Dodlor, he was quite on the merry Pin, praifed 
the Cream, Butter, and Cakes, partook of Everything, 
and complimented us handfomely all round. I believe 
my dear Mother had not had fuch a tranquilly pleafant 
Evening for many a Day. I prefided at the Tea- 
board, which was fupplied with fairy-like Cups with- 
out Handles, of real China, and the Tea-Caddy was 
real Chinefe too, one of my poor Father's Purchafes. 
Prue tripped off now and then into the Shop; but 
our Man Peter was on Duty there, as well as Saunders^ s 
Daughter, fo that we could leave the Bufmefs pretty 
fafely in their Charge. 

All at once enters Nanny Saunders from the Shop, 
with a Face as red as Currant- Jelly; and, "Sir, — Mr. 
Fenwickr fays fhe, "here's a Gentleman of Quality 
" inquiring for you !•" and without more ado, ulhers 
Mr. Paul Caryl in upon us. 

For my Part, I felt greatly confufed ; the reft ex- 
preffed by their Looks fimple Surprife, all except Mn 
Fenwicky who, upfetting his Cup (which luckily was 
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empty) in his Hurry to rife, and colouring very red, 
haflened to meet his Gueil. 

" Faith, I find you pleafantly engaged. Sir!" were 
the eafy, lively Words firll fpoken by our Man of 
" Fafhion. " Don't let me difturb any one, pray. — 
" May I requefl to be prefented to the Ladies 1" And 
he bowed upon my Mother's Hand as if (he had been 
a Duchefs, faluted Frue and me more diflantly, and 
flood at paufe for a Moment when he came to Gatty^ 
then bowed low, noticed the Doctor, and then turned 
to Mr. Fenwick, 

** Tve good News for you," faid he gaily, "fo 
" thought I would bring it myfelf. I know how I fhould 
" have liked it, had I been in your Place. But fup- 
" pofe we poflpone it a little, and enjoy the Goods 
** the^Gods provide us. Why fhould we forget the uni- 
** verfal Doom of Man — * Fruges confumere nati f 
** Ha, Sir]" 

I mutely offered him a Difh of Tea, which he imme- 
diately accepted; and, as he fipped it, he addreffed 
fome trifling Remark to my Mother^ who cheerfully 
replied Many Perfons would have been completely 
fluttered by the Entry of an unexpedled Guefl, of a 
Grade fq removed from their own; but my Mother 
never lofl her Self-PofTelTion or Self-Refpe6l ; which 
on this Occafion was fo influential on all around her, 
that we almofl immediately regained our Eafe, and be- 
came as cheerful and chatty as we had been before. 

" Upon my Life, this is a very pleafant little Inter- 



The Chinefe Parlour. 43 

** lude!" cried Mr. Caryl "What a lucky Fellow I 
'' am ! Always falling on my Legs ! Here, now, have 
" I dropped into the midll of a mod agreeable little 
" Tea-Party, and am made welcome to all thefe good 
** Things as if my Prefence were no Intrufion!" 

" Don't name Intrufion, Sir," fays my Mother. 

^ But I mujl name it, Madam! Mod abominable 
^ Intrufion ! Hum, — ^hum, — I can't help thinking I 
" have feen that Lad/s Face before " — ^with his Eyes 
full upon Gatty. 

" The Day Lady Betty was here, Sir." 

" Blefs my Soul, yes ! I remember all about it now. 
" Moll unlucky occurrence I You're quite recovered, 
« Ma'am, I hope?" 

And he feemed all at once to refledl, that, whereas 
he had been here on a previous Occafion with my 
Ladyy he was now taking Tea with the Lad/s Maid. 
Too well-bred to behave fupercilioufly, he neverthe- 
lefs faid not another Syllable to Gatty^ but kept eyeing 
her continually like a fine Picture. For her Part, 
Gatty looked fo little towards him, that I believe fhe 
was quite imconfcious of the Attention. A Phyfician 
is fit Company for Anybody; and Dr. Elwes put fome 
Queftion about the News of the Day, which foon led 
to general and fluent Converfation. Mr. Caryl was 
evidently not aiming to fhine, as when at Lady Betty 5^ 
Table. I cannot recal one witty Thing that he faid; 
but, on the other Hand, there was a racy, genial flow 
of fmall Talk, in which all could take their Share, and 
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no one felt dillanced or outihone, that was even bet- 
ter than Bon-mot or Repartee. Mr. Fenwick was, I 
believe, on Tenter-Hooks, at firft, for Mr. CaryFs 
good News; but foon making out that it was not im- 
mediately forthcoming, he gave himfelf up to the En- 
joyment of the paffing Moment Ere Tea was well 
over, they fell to fome amufmg Play upon Words, that 
mud be fhown upon Paper. Writing Implements were 
immediately found Room for; and from one inge- 
nious Puzzle to another they went on, now giving us 
Anagrams to make out, now fending round Quips and 
Queries that each was to anfwer in their own Fafliion, 
till *Do<flor Elwes exclaimed, " Oh, Brag and Loo ! 
" how well we can do without you!" 

I whifpered to him foftly, "Shall I fill your Pipe, 
«Sir]" 

"No !" returns he, with equal Quietnefs, "I meant 
"to have had one, but thefe young Sparks keep me 
"awake without it The/re monftrous good Com- 
"pany, Mrs. Patty'' 

And fo we went on as merry as Crickets, till I began 
to think of two Things at once ; that is to fay, of two 
Dozen — ^the Anagram before me — and Saufage Rolls, 
Oyfler Patties, dewed Sweetbreads, and fo forth for 
Supper ; and to be fenfible that I mufl go and look 
after them. Jufl then, I noticed a diftreffed look 
crofs Pru£s Face at fome little Attention Mr. Fenwick 
paid Mrs. Gatty. "Dear me, how foolifti of you, 
^Pruel' thought I, "to be vexed by An)rthing like 
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" that ! Why, he cares very little about you^ and No- 
** thing at all for her V And, dealing from my Seat, 
I was about to withdraw quietly to the Kitchen, when 
fuddenly the Parlour-Door flies wide open, and on the 
Threlhold Hands my poor Father^ with a Face as red 
as his Waiflcoat, who after giving an amazed Glance 
round about him, exclaims, 

" Hoity-toity ! Who are all thefe young Fellows, 
" amufmg themfelves in my Chinefe Parlour 1 " 

I thought Mr. Caryl would have gone into Fits with 
fuppreffed Laughter. "Sir," faid he, advancing and 
bowing, "I as the chief Intruder, beg to introduce 
" myfelf as Mr. Paul Caryl, of the Inner Temple, at 
" your Service ; and this is my Friend and your Lodger, 
" Mr. Fenwick, whom I have made a Call upon. The 
" other Gentleman, you will perceive, is your Family 
" Phyfician." 

"You feem all monflrous merry and mightily at 
Home with one another," fays my Father, who evi- 
dently had, as was but too common, taken a little too 
much ; " I almofl feem like an Interloper in my own 
" Houfe \ however, I don't care if I have a cheerful 
"Glafs with you to improve our Acquaintance. Hallo ! 
" whereas my Chair gone % I had like to have fat down 
* upon the Floor." 

"Here, Sir," faid Gatty, haftily rifmg. 

" Here, Sir \ and who are you. Madam % I don't re- 
" member ever to have feen your Face before ; not an 
"ugly one, neither ! Pray, are you Mrs. Paul Caryl V 
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"Oh no, Sir!" 

"Who then % Mrs. . . . Mrs. ... I (hall forget my 
" own Name next ; hum ! Hallo ! Why, where are 
my Senfes % " 

Mr. Caryl and Mr. Fenwick looked at him in 
Amazement ; while we knew what he miffed, well 
enough. 

"Where are they ;" reiterated he, raifmg his Voice 
very loud, and (lamping the Floor. "Woman 1" ad- 
drefTmg my Mother^ "where, I fay, are my Five Senfes 1" 

"Dear Mr. Honeywood^ they're fafe in the China 
" Cupboard," began my Mother^ which fet Mr. Caryl 
off in an inextinguilhable Fit of Laughter. 

"Are thefe your Manners, Sir]" cries my Father^ 
fiercely turning upon him. 

"Ton my Honour, I'm afhamed of them," fays Mr. 
Caryl, covering his Face in his Cambric Handkerchief. 

"Where are my Senfes, I fay?" recommences my 
Father; on which Mr. Caryl, unable to Hand it any 
iQnger, ruflies into the Shop, and Mr. Fenwick after 
him. There we hear them, while my poor Father 
flill continues raging, giving way to frefti Peals ot 
Laughter, which they vainly attempt to fmother; 
and at length Mr. Caryl departs, without returning to 
wifh us good bye ; and Dr. Elwes fhortly goes alfo, 
giving us knowing Looks, and advifmg Gatty and me 
to go immediately to Bed. And fo ended the Evening. 




CHAPTER V. 
Tivo Poets under a Dairy Window. 

Next Morning, my Father at his Breakfafl quef- 
tioned us llraitly as to what had been going on during 
his Abfence, and feemed fcarcely to know whether to 
take Offence at it or not The receiving and nurfing 
a Stranger under Mrs. Gatty's Circumflances would 
have been Something to cavil at ; but then (he was 
own Woman to Lady Betty ^ for whom, though he only 
knew her in Public, he entertained great Refpedl ; and 
befides, Mrs. Gatty was a fine Woman, which of itfelf 
was a Letter of Recommendation to him. Moreover, 
fhe fat by all the While, knitting a White Silk Mitten ; 
fo that he could not, for Manners, fpeak againfl her in 
her Hearing; and my Father^ when himfelf, was a 
well-mannered Man. So he hemmed once or twic^, 
and fwallowed any Objedlions he might have made, 
had we been by ourfelves ; and then, to turn the Sub- 
jedl, "Mrs. Gatty ^'^ fays he, "that Mitten will become 
" your Hand well ; but mod other Women's Fingers, 
*^ coming out of it, would look like Radifhes. And 
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" now, let us clear Decks, and make way for the Car- 
" penters. " 

" The Carpenters, Father V^ repeated Prue and I in 
a breath. 

" Aye, there are a couple of Fellows coming down 
" to put up two little Shelves and Brackets, for fome 
" little Matters that the Mantel-Piece is two fhallow 
" for. I befpoke the Men overnight, and brought the 
** Toys in with me. Here, PeteVy you Knave, bring 
" them in." 

Where, was the Ufe of faying Anything % 

" Now," fays he laughing as he, unpacked them, 
"here are the comicallefl Things you ever faw in 
** your life; and io you'll fay, Mrs. Gaity, Look 
"here — a rural Piece in Cherry -Wood Carving, 
" Farm- Yard and Farm-Houfe; a Beggar approach- 
" ing the Door. I wind it up behind, Uke a Time- 
" Piece. Now, mark you, the Fun of the Thing ! The 
" Beggar advances — out flies a Mafliff from the 
" Houfe, and furioufly attacks him ! ha, ha, ha ! 

" Now, look at this other, its Companion ; a lone 
" Houfe in the Country; Tinjie, Peep of Day. ... A 
" Thief getting in at a Firfl- Floor Window, by Means 
" of a Ladder . . . Hodge, coming out of the Barn, 
" with a Pitchfork, affails him from behind, — you fhall 
" fee how, as foon as I have wound it up. Now then ! 
" ho ! ho ! ho ! fee how he digs into him." 

Gatty burfl into fuch an irrepreflible Fit of pretty 
Laughter, that my Father was her fworn Friend from 
that Moment; while Prue and I, influenced by mixed 
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Feelings of Vexation and Amufement, laughed with 
more Conllraint 

While my Father was making Hodge aiiail the Ma- 
rauder again and again, and each Time burfling into 
frelh Peals of Merriment, enters to him Peter^ with a 
Paper in his Hand, a Glance at which changed my 
Father's Note in an inflant 

" Hark ye, Peter T' fays he ; " why, your Face is a 
" Yard long! Whafs your Name, Man? yourSimame, 
« I mean," 

" Greaves is my Simame, Sir — Peter Greaves'' 

" Peter Grievous^ it (hould ha' been ! Peter Grie- 
" vous-had-a-Cat/ And your Crcll, a Cat proper, with 
" the Motto, *When I'm pleafed, I purr!' But this is 
" no purring Matter, Peter; tell the Fellow who 
" brought this Paper, that I'm not at Home — I (ha'n't 
** be, by the Time you get to him." 

And, fnatching up his Hat he haflily made off 
through the Glafs-Door into the Garden; and thence, 
no Doubt, to his Crony, Don SalterOy for whom, in- 
deed, he had fuch a profound Admiration, that I be- 
lieve no Titie of Honour could have been conferred 
on himfelf that he would have liked haU* as well as 
that of Don Honeywood-o, When he was gone, Prue 
and I locked up the new Purchafes, and fent away the 
Carpenters, telling them to await future Orders; and 
Gatty wrote a Billet to Lady Betty^ to acquaint her 
with her Amendment, and requefl Diredlions concern- 
ing her Return. Meanwhile, I was carrying up Mr. 
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FenwicHs Chocolate, when Prue^ meeting me on the 
Stairs, faid, "Oh, I meant to have laved you that 
" Trouble, dear PcUtyr 

" Oh," I replied, " I am able to return to all my 
'* little Duties now; you have too long worked for 
" both." 

" I don't think of that," replied (he, with a little 
Difappointment in her Air; " Mr. Fenwick has got 
" ufed to me now, and I thought you would be better 
"for a little Reft." 

" Ah, Prudence^ Prudence^ thought I, as I purfued 
my Way, " this reminds me of the paffing Shade on 
" your Brow Yefterday Evening, when he was attend- 
" ing to Mrs. Gatty, Beware of playing, like a Moth, 
" round a Candle, my dear little Sifter, for it will lead 
" to no good. " 

When I went in, Mr. Fenwick looked round brilkly 
from his Writing-Table, with a Smile, exclaiming, 

" Why, I have been expedling — oh ! is it you, Mrs. 
" Patty f (with a fcarcely perceptible Change in his 
" Voice); I have been expedling my Chocolate, I was 
"going to fay, this Half-Hour or more; but pray 
" don't think me impatient — I'm fure I ought not to 
" be fo hungry, coniidering how you feafted me laft 
" Night 'Tis a Sign of returning Health, I fuppofe." 

" I fervently hope it may be. Sir," faid I. " Moft 
" likely it is. I am fure every Thing in the Way of 
" Nouriftiment this Houfe contains is at your Service." 

" Thank you, thank you," faid he. " Yes, I really 
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" believe I am getting well — ^have turned the Comer, 
** in Fadl ; and when I have taken this nice Chocolate, 
'^ I think I fhall go and baik in the Sun under thofe 
" Elm-Trees yonder. " 

" Then I will put a Cufhion for you, Sir, on the 
" Garden-Seat, and a Footflool on the Grafs before it; 
** for indeed you mud not get chilled !" 

" Nay, you will coddle me too much — ^you have 
" made me too luxurious a Fellow already. You don't 
" fuppofe I had all thefe Vagaries in Shoreditchy do 
" you? I want to be there again, though ! — I long to 
<* return to my poor People \ only, I don't know that 
" my Voice is yet (Irong enough, either for Preaching 
" or Reading. I mufl make Trial of it, Mrs. Patty; 
" I mufl begin by fmall Degrees. I was thinking, that 
" if you happened to be by yourfelves this Evening, 
" it might not be unagreeable to you for me to come 
" down and read to you all for a little While — jufl 
« for Praaice." 

" By ourfelves, Sir % — My Father may or may not 
" be at Home ; we are unlikely to have any one elfe ; 
" and I am fure your Plan will be a very delightful 
" one to ourfelves. " 

" Very well; we will wait till the Time comes, then, 
** to fee if it be convenient You are all well this 
" Morning, I hope? Your Mother ^ and Sifter ^ and Mrs. 
« GaMy r 

" All well, I kindly thank you, Sir. — I hear myfelf 
" called . . . I believe I am wanted in the Shop." 
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I made ufe of the firfl fpare Moment, to run and 
place the Footllool and Culhion under the Elms, and 
then returned to my Pofl behind the Counter. In the 
courfe of the Afternoon, enters Mr. Caryl^ who falutes 
me with eafy Urbanity. 

" Good Morning, Ma'am," lays he; "pray, is Mr. 
" Fenwick within 1 " 

" I believe. Sir, he is fitting under the Elms in our 
"little Pleafure-Ground," faid I; "I will (how you 
"the Way." 

" There's no Need; I know it already," fays he. 
" Pray, don't trouble yourfelf. " 

However, I knew what were Manners. 

" Ha!" faid he, as we paiOfed through the Parlour, 
which happened to be vacant, " what a pleafant Even- 
" ing we had in this Room laft Night, and how fun- 
" nily it ended! — Pray, Ma'am, has the Gentleman 
" yet found his five Senfesl" 

And I faw he was brimful of Mirth, that was ready 
to explode at the merefl Word 

" Sir," faid I, "allow me to fay that you did not 
" know where the Gift of that Speech lay laft Night 
" My Father had prefented my Mother with a Group 
" of Porcelain Figures, reprefenting the Five Senfes, 
" which (he, in her Care for them, had put away." 

" Was that all?" cried he, his Countenance imme- 
" diately changing. " Oh, I fee I — ^aye, aye — How ab- 
^* furd my Blunder was ! Upon my Word, Ma'am, I 
" beg your Pardon for having been fo immannerly. 
"Shocking! Ihameful!" 
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Here we came upon Mr. Fenwick^ who finding 
himfelf expofed to a chill Current of Air under the 
Elms, had got under the Shelter of the Houfe, where 
my Father had fet up a pretty enough rullical Seat, 
juil outfide of our Dairy Wire-Lattice. Hence it came 
to pafs that I, being prefently engaged in feeing the 
Afternoon Milk brought in, heard a good deal of what 
pafTed between the two Gentlemen, whether I would 
or no. 

" I've fecured Dodfley^s Ear," fays Mr. Caryl^ 
cheerfully, " fo that I fancy I have but to fpeak a 
" Word to fecure your Piece a Place in his Colleilion, 
** Nothing remains to be done but for you to attend 
" to a little Revifion in the firfl Place, before you fub- 
** mit it to his critical Eye. What fay youl" 

"Sayl That I am infinitely obliged." 

"*Let my future Life,' &c.— heyl We'll fuppofe 
** that all fpoken. Well, here is your Manufcript; I've 
" jufl fcored through what I think had better be al- 
" tered and left out You are not doubtful of my 
" Judgment, I fuppofe 1" 

" Surely not — Juft allow me to fee" — 

" Look here^ — and here — thofe had better come 
*' out Here again. . . What's * Phoebus' Mane]' " 

"Phoebus' Wain:' 

" Oh, I fee. Thaf s your bad writing; Hand-ymX.- 
" ing, of courfe, I mean. Here again, * thwarting 
** Thunder.'" 

" Thaf s Miltonic." 
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"Is it]" 

" ' And heal the Harms of thwarting Thunder 
« blue: " 

" Hum ! Well then, it ftrikes me, that Milton having 
" faid fo once, you had better not fay it again." 

"Very well, I will not" 

" Then, this about Truth. Ifs very bad — ^will never 
" do. I was obliged to ikip it in reading to Dodfley. " 

" But why?" 

" Why] Why, becaufe it ifn't the Thing!— won't go 
" down, Sir ! You carry it out too far, farther than 
" Anybody goes; it's fo much Clap-Trap, and fpoils 
"whafsreal." 

" But it is not Clap-Trap. It fays no more than I 
" mean and feel ! No, no ; I'll give up verbal Points 
" to your better Tafle, but in Matters of Principle, I 
" cannot alter." 

" Nay then, the Thing's at an End, for I honeflly 
" tell you I won't concern myfelf with it as it Hands. 
" You may furely allow me fome little Knowledge of 
" thefe Things. However, it's no Ufe talking to an 
. " infatuated Man — otherwife, there is another PafTage 
" I was going to propofe to you to withdraw, which 
" doubtlefs you will maintain to be the befl in the 
<* Manufcript" 

« Which is that?" 

« This, about the Water-Nymphs." 

" Well — I think it pretty, and can't fee what there 
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" is to obje<5l to in it; but, to )deld to your better 
" Talle, it (hall be withdrawn, if you like. " 

" My dear Fenwick! you don't fay fol" 

" I fay fo, and mean it too." 

" Why, this will be a great Sacrifice of yours, efpe- 
" cially as it is againfl your own Judgment, — of one 
" of the mod Ihowy Paffages, though I won't fay one 
"ofthebeft!" 

** Never mind ! Let it be fo. " 

" Come, this is docile and agreeable of you. The 
" Men at WUPs^ in Fa6l, extolled this PafTage, and 
" pronoimced it to be my own ! Taxed me with read- 
" ing a Poem I had written, as that of another Hand !" 

" Nay, now the Water-Nymphs begin to rife in 
" Value in my Eyes." 

" In Fadl, I had faid Something like this, only not 
" fo well, in a former Piece; and they thought I had 
" now worked it out, and improved on it So that 
" you fee I don't exadlly want our Things to clalh; 
" nor to get you accufed of Plagiary. . ." 

*' Mr. Caryl^ not another Word. — ^The Paffage Ihall 
"be omitted." 

" Well, I like this; I like your Feeling. Thank you, 
" thank you. We need never allude to it " 

" Never again." 

" As for * Truth,* let it fland. You have yielded a 
" Point to me, I'll yield one to you." 

" I'm glad of that, for I really could not have with- 
" drawn that Paflage." 
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" And I'll fpeak to Dodfley to-morrow, and get you 
" into the Colle^ion\ fo expedl a P roof-Sheet at no 
" very dillant Date, and then we (hall look on you as 
" one of the Guild." 

And (haking Hands with him, Mr. Caryl departed. 

This Converfation aflforded me afterwards, as I fat 
netting behind the Counter, Subjedl for a good deal 
of Thought Here was Jealoufy peeping out again ; 
a great Poet jealous of a fmall one; for fo, without 
any competent Knowledge of their refpedlive Merits, 
I concluded them to be. But if (which I was not fure 
of) Mr. Caryl were the better Poet, Mr. Fenwkk was 
the better Man. I had feen him abforbed in the Com- 
pofltion of that Poem Day after Day; he had given it 
the niceft Finifli in his Power; there were Thoughts 
in it which he cherifhed as part of himfelf, and would 
not be falfe to, nor give up, to pleafe any Patron in 
the World; but yet a favourite Paffage, the Fancy and 
Expreffion of which he believed to be good, but 
which another Man was envious of, he could oblite- 
rate with Magnanimity. That feemed a great Word 
for a little Thing; but was it a little Thing 1 The 
Wits at WUFs had applauded it; had given it to a 
popular Writer; then the real Writer deferved to be 
as popular. He might have been as popular, had he 
kept it in ; he might not become popular if it were 
taken out Then again. Expediency. Had it croffed 
his Mind that it was expedient to keep well with Mr. 
Caryl y at the Expenfe of a Paffage of Poetry "J That 
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« 
did not feem like Mr. Fenwick; I did not believe the 

Thought had weighed with him. 

Then I proceeded, in my Foolifhnefs and Self-Igno- 
rance, to ponder how ftrange it was that it Ihould be 
hard to Anybody of Common-Senfe and Good-Feel- 
ing, to hear, 

" Praife of another with unwounded Ear.*^ 

" Why now," thought I to myfelf, "/have never 
" found it a hard Matter to do fo. Thefe many Years 
" I have known that Everybody confidered Prudence 
" pretty Prue, and me plain Patty, and yet I have 
" never experienced the llightefl Emotion of Envy or 
" Jealoufy on that Account" 

Ah ! we little know ourfelves. " The Heart is de- 
" ceitful above all Things, and defperately wicked — 
" who can know it?" That's the Scriptural Account 
of the Matter; and however we may glofs it over, ef- 
cape from it, or flatly difbelieve in it altogether, it 
turns out to be the true one at lad. 




Chapter VI. 

Duties of my Lady^ s Own Woman, 

Mrs. Gatty was circumfpedl not to occupy my 
Father^ s Arm-Chair this Evening, whether he came to 
claim it or no. When the Tea-Things were fet, I ftept 
up to Mr. Fenwick to let him know we were ready. 

" So foon.]" faid he, looking up from his Book; 
" why, do you want me to read to you before Tea?" 

" We hope you will oblige us with your Company 
" to Tea, Sir," faid L 

" Nay then," faid he, in high Good-Humour, "FU 
join you diredlly." And clofmg his Book with Ala- 
crity, he followed me down Stairs. 

We had made no Difference, to call Difference, for 
him this Evening. He took us as he found us; and 
chatted away on this and that, as much one of our- 
felves as if he had not a Word of Latin or Greek in 
his Head. Once or twice I tried to lead to Some- 
thing I thought he would have liked better, — Some- 
thing on which he could have harangued while it 
would have behoved us to liflen ; but he darted away 
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from it diredlly, and would keep down to the Level 
of his Company, without feeming to mind it 

After Tea, we all took out our Work, and my Mother 
began to fnip a Fly-catcher. 

** Oh, now you expedl me to read, I fuppofe," faid 
he; but flill delayed, to chat and laugh about this 
and the other Trifle with Prudence and Gatty^ till at 
laft, a fudden Paufe occurring, he had no Excufe for 
idling any longer. 

He faid he would, with our Leave, read us Shen- 
Jionis " Schoolmijlrefs, " We had never heard of it, 
and were quite willing to hear it on his Recommen- 
dation. He faid it was a Burlefque in the Spenferian 
Stanza. We knew what a Burlefque was, but not what 
was a Spenferian Stanza. He faid, lUullration was 
the befl Explanation, and began at once. His Voice 
and Manner of reading were fo mufical, that I liked 
the Melody; and could follow him with Eafe till he 
got to ^^ Libs, Notus, and Aufler,''^ I fuppofe he 
gufled we might be at Fault, fo checked himfelf to tell 
us they were Names of the Winds. Then he was about 
to refume, when Prue interrupted him with, " Pray, 
" Sir, what is unkempt V 

" Uncombed, to be fure," put in Gatty. 

" Oh, very well, I have been thinking of it ever fo 
" long, and could not make out what it was." 

" If I come to Anything you wilh to know, pray 
"don't fcruple to ftop me," fays Mr. Fenwick\ and 
went on. 



6o The Old Chelfea Bun-Houfe, 

By and by, Prue gets treading on Gattys Foot at — 

" As erjl the Bard by Mullds Silver Stream,'* 

and Gatty frowns at her. Mr. Fenwick, perceiving 
fome By-Play going on, flops to aik if they have Any- 
thing to fay. Prudence hangs her Head over her 
Work, colours a little, and fays, "No, Sir." 

" I believe," fays Mr. Fenwick, glancing over the 
Leaves, "I had better modernize the old Style a 
" little, that you may follow it better." 

We all thanked him, except Prudence, who faid fhe 
liked it befl as it was. 

" Why? Did fhe underfUnd it 1" 

" No." 

" Then why did Ihe like it 1 " 

" Becaufe fhe did." This Anfwer made Mr. Fen- 
V)ick laugh; but I mufl fay I thought it very (lupid. 
However, he went on, till within a few Verfes of the 
End; when my Father walked in. 

Mr. Fenwicky laying down the Book with that 
Cheerfulnefs and Self-PoffelTion which fo well became 
him, took the firfl Word, and faid — 

" Good Evening, Mr. Honeywood! Here am I, you 
" fee, reading to your good Wife and Daughters, and 
" trying to prepare myfelf for Duty on a larger Scale." 

" Sir, you do us honour, " fays my Father, quite 
civilly; " your Company mufl be an Honour to us at 
" any Time, whenever you pleafe to beflow it on us. 
" Pray go on." 
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" Oh, we can wait a little While," fays Mr. Fenwick. 
" Pray, is there any News ftirringl" 

" There's a Whale in the Thames," fays my Father. 

" Indeed ! " cried we alL 

" And there's an Eye-lalh in my Eye," continues he ; 
" pray, Mrs. Honeywood, come and take it out" 

While my Mother was thus engaged, we chatted 
among ourfelves. " What will you have. Father 1 " 
iaid L « Shall I make you fome Tea 1" 

" No, I'd rather you put on Supper half an Hour, 
" and let me have Something broiled, and fome mulled 
• "Wine and Toafl" 

When I returned from giving Orders, I found my 
Father eftablilhed in his Arm-Chair, my Mother re- 
turned to her Snipping, Prue and Gatty embroidering 
different Comers of the fame Apron, and Mr. Fenwick 
ready to refume his Reading. The Poem was foon 
finiflied, and when we had talked it over a little, he 
a(ked us what he fliould read next. I faid I thought 
he had better not do too much at firft, and Supper 
would foon be ready. He faid, " Oh, he was jufl get- 
" ting into the Humour of it, and there was Plenty of 
" Time to read fome Ihort Piece before Supper." So 
" then my Mother faid (he thought a Paper of the 
Tatler would be jufl long enough ; and mentioned a 
favourite Number that (he had not read for a good 
While — ^that charming Piece* beginning, — "There 
" are feveral Perfons who have many pleafures and 

 No. 96. 
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** Entertainments in their Poffeffion which they do not 
" enjoy;" and proceeding to give fuch a touching 
Pidlure of domeflic Felicity. Mr. Fenwkk read it 
with fuch Feeling that we were all delighted with it; 
and it feemed to me that even my Father^ who fat 
quite filent, with his Back to us, was moved by it, for 
I noticed his breathing very hard, — his only Way of 
expreffmg flrong Feeling. " Ah ! * thought I to myfelf, 
** if Mr. Fenwick were to read to us in this nice Way 
" every Evening, and my Father were to grow fond of 
" it and of him, and get into the Way of coming 
" Home early, inflead of fipping Spirits and Water 
" with Don Saltero, how happy we fliould be ! " 

" And now," fays my Mother, " there's a Sequel to 
" that Paper, which I fhould very much like to hear, 
" fave for the Fear of tiring Mr. Fenwick,^^ 

" Oh, Fm not at all tired," faid he ; " Pray give it 
" me; for I am alrejady quite in love with this good 
« Man and his Wife." 

So my Mother looked him out No. 114, which be- 
gins, " I was walking about my Chamber this Mom- 
** ing in a very gay Humour, when I faw a Coach flop 
" at my Door, and a Youth of about fifteen alight out 
of it," — and goes on to defcribe the Death of the 
Wife and Mother of the Family. We were prefently 
all in Tears; Gatty even fobbing; and Mr. Fenwick 
feemed irrefolute once or twice whether to proceed or 
flop. However, he went on, and when he came to the 
Hufband fainting, my Attention was divided between 
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him and my Father^ who at that Crifis gave not a Sigh 
but a Snore. He was fa(l afleep. My Mother^ afhamed 
of him, gave him a little Nudge, and faid, " My Dear !" 
on which he tiu*ned on his Side, murmiu-ed, "Very 
" like a Whale !" and was off again as found as a Top. 
None of us could help laughing a little, and after this, 
there were no more Tears Ihed. We fupped, and fe- 
parated for the Night. 

Gatty and I flill flept together; and, as we were 
undreffmg, Ihe faid, " I fear your Sifter thought me 
" affedled to-night for crying at that Death-Bed Scene; 
" Ihe gave me fuch a Look ! Indeed I could not help 
"it; I have witneffed one fo much like it; and my 
" Spirits are yet tender. " 

I faid, "Pray do not think of it again — Prudence 
" has that Iharp Look fometimes, and feems juft now 
" under fome little Mifapprehenfion ; but in the Main, 
f* there cannot be a better Creature. She has not 
" feen ib much of you as I have, but yet, I am fure ihe 
" likes you, and admires you too. " 

"Nobody can do that," fays Gatty, "but I don't 
" want to be admired, though I own it is pleafant to 
" me to be liked, and not to be mifapprehended." 

As Ihe lay down, Ihe faid fighing, " Moft Ukely, this 
" is the laft Night I Ihall pafs in this dear little Bed. " 

I faid, " Shall you be forry to leave usl " 

" To be fure I ihall !" cried ihe; "you have been 
" Kindnefs itfelf to me; even my Illnefs was folaced, 
" and my Recovery has been very pleafant; but my 
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" Life in Servitude is anything but comfortable. I 
" have heard or read a Line fomewhere, 

* And l^\X:f% praifed for Labours not her own,'' 

" In my Cafe, the Reading might be — 

* And Gatty's blamed for Blunders not her own, * 

" It cannot be helped. Good Night!" 

" I hope," faid I, "we Ihall never quite lofe Sight 
** of one another." 

" Oh no ! I hope not You mufl write to me now 
" and then. " 

" Perhaps you can come to us when you have a 
Holiday." 

" I never have a Holiday. Lady Betty knows I 
" had no Friends when I came to Town, and does 
" not approve of my making any." 

" No Friends ! That does found dreary ! " 

" It is dreary. " 

I had now extinguiflied th^ Candle. She faid no 
more; but I could hear her from Time to Time give 
a great Sigh. 

" Gertrude,'* I at length faid foftly, " are you crying? " 

She cleared her Throat a little, but made no Anfwer. 

" Tell me, Dear, whaf s the Matter." 

" Fm only a little low," Ihe replied hufkily. 

" How I wifh I had given you fome reviving Drops, 
<* before I put out the Candle ! I will light it again." 

" Oh no ! Drops would do me no good — ^they would 
not give me what I want " 
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" What ^^ you want 1" 

" To fee my Mother once more, and my Brothers, 
" and Sifters, and every one at Home. I do pine for 
" them all fo, you can't think!" 

And now Ihe fobbed outright, though quietly. " It 
" feems fo long fmce I came away, and the Profpedl 
" before me is fo forlorn; no certain Hope of going 
" back; or ever, ever feeing them any more ! " 

" Gertrude, \Jhall get up and give you the Drops. 
•* They will give you Strength. "> 

" Tm afraid they won't" 

" Yes, they will. You have over-tired yourfelf to- 
" day; you are tr3dng to get about too foon. The 
" Drops will quiet you and fet you to fleep, and to- 
" morrow you will be better. " 

So I gave her the Drops, which Ihe thankfully took ; 
and in Half-an-hour or fo I was glad to find fhe was 
afleep. 

The next Morning, while we were drefling, as fhe 
had quite recovered her Compofure, I took Advantage 
of what might be my laft Opportunity to queftion her 
a little more than I had yet done on her Pofition ^t 
Lady BeUy's. 

" Well," fays (he, " 'tis not good to complain, I 
" know, but however, I will this once fay Somewhat 
** of my Life behind the Scenes, with as few Nojes 
'* and Comments as I can. My firft Grievance is 
" fleeping with that French-woman, a low Perfon whom 
'^ it is impoifible to like. I wake fopner than (he does, 
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" and avail myfelf of it for a little quiet Reading or 
" Needlework on my own Account before Ihe is llir- 
" ring. But firfl I light the Fire in the little Clofet 
" beneath my Lad^s Chamber, put down the Irons, 
" and warm fome Coifee for Pompon's Breakfafl and 
" mine, which Ihe takes in an uncomfortable Sort of 
" Way, running in and out half dreffed, without ever 
" fitting down, fo that my Breakfafl is uncomfortable 
" too. Then I have to iron out every individual - 
" Thing that Lady Betty took off Overnight, even to 
" her Gloves ; and to air her clean Linen. Having 
" then fed her Parrots and cleaned their Cages, {Fom- 
^^ pey has the Monkey and Lapdog in Charge,) I fit 
" down to fine Work, and have fcarce fet a dozen 
" Stitches, when Lady Betty s Bell is pulled as if the 
" Wire would crack, and her High-Heeled Slipper 
" raps the Floor to let me know (he is ready for her 
" Chocolate. Fotnpey brings it up to 'the Door, and I 
" carry it in, and wait on her while Ihe drinks it 
" After this, (he remains in Bed two Hours, fometimes 
** fleeping, but oftener fitting up propped with Pillows, 
" doing any Fancy- Work (he is in the Humour for, 
" getting me to thread her Needle, change her Silks> 
" hold her Sciffars, and Sometimes to read a Novel to 
" her. If (he is very late, it may chance that one of 
" her female Cronies arrives in her Chair, runs up to 
"tell her fome Piece of Goflip, and perhaps roufes her 
" to get up and drefs in a Hurry to go to fome Auc- 
" tion; in which Cafe (he needs not fo much two 
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** Waiting Women as twenty. But oftener, Ihe is un- 
" interrupted, and after wailing half the Morning, 
" rifes to wade the other half in a lengthened, capri- 
**cious Toilette; trjring on a dozen Things (he does 
** not mean to wear, and lludying what Colours fuit 
** her Complexion. As Ihe does, not fo much as put 
** on her own Gloves herfelf, Madame Pompon is on 
^ hard Duty all this While, I {landing by and handing 
** her the Pins and Everything Ihe wants. If my Lady 
** thinks herfelf in good Looks, all the better for us ; 
** but if Ihe fpies out fo much as a Freckle, woe unto 
** us ! we are fure to fuifer for what we can't help. To 
** put her in good Humour, Pompon flatters her to a 
^ Degree that is naufeous to me, and fometimes gets a 
" Rebuff for her Pains : then I am fet to write half-a- 
** dozen trivial Notes to her Didlation, or perhaps the 
** Invitations to a Rout or a Drum, which Pompey is 
^ then fummoned to carry out Then my Work is 
** called for to be examined ; I am chidden if I have 
** not done enough, and receive numerous Orders and 
" Counter-Orders about it At lafl my Lady goes out 
" in her Chair, during which Time I keep clofe to my 
" Needle, and then Pompon and I dine together. Lady 
** Betty returns, receives Vilitors, and I am on Duty as 
" Woman in waiting, to bring her Scent-Bottle, hold 
" her Handkerchief, her Gloves, and hear the News 
** and Goflip of the Day and a thoufand Impertinences. 
" At length my Lady dines : then I refume my Needle ; 
** then Ihe drefles for the Evening, which is as tedious 
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" a Tranfadlion as her Morning Toilette. Her Dreff- 
" ing-Room is the lovelieft, mod luxurious Apartment 
" you ever faw; at firll I thought it Fairy-Land, and 
" did not mind being fhut up in it; but oh, how tired 
" I am of it now ! Its Silken Draperies, polilhed Mir- 
" rors, Spider-Tables, Ivory Calkets, Alaballer Vafes, 
" Silver Footbath, old Porcelain, grotefque To3rs and 
** delicate Trinkets give me no more Entertainment 
" than fo much Rubbifli, Elaborately dreffed, (he 
" goes forth not to return till two, three, or four o'Clock 
" in the Morning. Madame Fompongot^ down Stairs 
" to play Cards, or puts on her Calafh and goes out 
" to fee her Friends, or if fhe flays with me, nods over 
" a French Novel, or babbles all kinds of Nonfenfe 
" while fhe manufa<Slures fome Piece of Finery. Mean- 
" while, I few and few at that eternal Embroidery, or 
" try to keep myfelf awake with a Book, if I can find 
" one to my Mind, till my Lady returns jaded or ex- 
" cited from the Ridotto, to be undrefTed and have 
" hot Soup in Bed Thus, you fee, I have no Change, 
" no Exercife; and what is worfe, no Food or Medi- 
" cine for the Mind; and oh. Fatty/ is this a Life for 
" an accountable Creature 1 " 





Chapt£r VII. 
Lady Bctty^s Fright 

" However that may be, Gatty^^ faid I, " *tis certain 
" you and I have not the Power of re(flifying Abufes, 
"and must take Things as we find them; but you 
^ mufl confole yourfelf with thinking your Trial will 
** probably not be long, for FU wager a Pound you'll 
" be married within the Twelvemonth." 

" Who to*?" fays fhe, opening her Eyes wide. 

" Nay, I can't tell that," faid I, "but you are not the 
" Sort of Girl to be overlooked." 

She Imiled fadly and faid, " You are only fpeaking 
" at Random, nor have I any Wifh to be married, any 
" further than I fhould like almofl any Condition bet- 
" ter than my own. But now, tell me, Patty^ is it not 
** a bad State of Things when young Women are fo 
" placed as that they are tempted to look to Marriage 
"as an Efcape?" 

" Certainly it is," faid I; "but yet, Gaityy let me tell 
" you, your Condition might be many Degrees worfe 
" than it now is. Nay, if you had been bom and bred 
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" to Servitude, you might even confider you had a 
" tolerable Place; 'tis your gentler Birth and Bringing- 
" up that makes the Collar fo hard to wear. Suppofe, 
" for Inflance, Lady Betty ^ in addition to her Caprice 
" and Frivolity, had the Sufferings, Infirmities, and 
" confirmed Ill-Humours of old Age 1 Or fuppofe fhe 
" were married to a troublefome Hufband? Or, even 
" as fhe is, that fhe were a Martyr to fome irritating 
"Complaint?" 

" Then I would nurfe her with Pity and Patience," 
fays Gatty, "However, 'tis no ufe fuppofmg this 
" and the other — I mufl take my Lot and make the 
" befl of it; only I fometimes envy the Shop-Girls be- 
" hind the poorefl Counter, for methinks they have 
" more Exercife and Variety, and have at leafl their 
" Sundays to themfelves; whereas, *e*en Sunday fhines 
" no Sabbath-Day to me.'" 

I had a Word on my Lips as to what the Shop- 
Women might have to fay on the other Side of the 
Queflion; but Time preffed, and I was obliged to run 
down Stairs to fee the Milk fent out 

After Breakfafl, Mr. James the Footman made his 
Appearance in Undrefs Livery, carrying a fmall Trunk, 
and requefled to fee Mrs. Gatty. When fhe appeared, 
" Mrs. Gattyy^ fays he — " dear me, how you've fallen 
" away ! you mufl have been ill indeed ! . . . I was 
" about to fay, your Billet to my Lady threw us into 
" fad Confufion Yeflerday. I carried it to her on a 
" Salver, and fhe, not knowing who fent it, opened it 
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" careleflly, when, feeing your Name, (he dropped it 
^ like a red-hot Coal, and fell back on her Settee, cry- 
" ing to me to throw the Billet in the Fire. But then 
" called me back to bid me look in it firfl, and fee 
" what you faid, ihe fmelling to her Scent-Bottle all the 
" While. When I told her Ladyjhip the Contents, fhe 
** faid fhe would by no Means have you back yet, it 
" would be highly dangerous, and perhaps cofl many 
•* precious Lives; that you had better go down fome- 
" where into the Country, to your Home, in fhort, till 
**you got thoroughly difinfedled; and after that (he 
" would let you know her Mind about you. So I have 
*' brought your Trunk, and your Half- Year's Wages; 
" and here are five Pounds to clear off your Expenfes 
" here and pay for your Journey into the Country." 

I never faw a Face light up with Joy as Gattys 
did, that Moment ! " Oh, this is delightful ! " faid fhe, 
" Thank you kindly, James, for being the Bearer of 
« fuch good Tidings ! I have httle Doubt that I fhall 
" be quite flrong and well after fpending a Month at 
" Home, and then I will do as my Lady pleafes." 

When the Man was gone, fhe preffed the five Pounds 
on my Mother, with the humblefl Expreffions of Grati- 
tude; but my Mother would by no Means take it At 
length it was decided to inclofe three Pounds in a 
Packet to Dr. Elwes, not to be fent to him till Gatty 
was gone; and the other two would pay her Journey, 
outfide the Coach, to her native Place ; £o that my Lady 
Bettys Bounty but jufl cleared Expenfes. 
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Gatty was now in the gayeft Spirits, and whereas 
Ihe had hitherto feemed rather a quiet Girl, fhe was 
now talking inceffantly. There was Something mov- 
ing in witneffing the Joy ihe experienced in looking 
forward to feeing her Mother, and the Glee with which 
(he fpoke of her little Brothers and Sifters, the Dog, 
the Cat, the moft trivial Thing conne<Sled with Home. 
For Inftance, " Pujffyy' (he would fay, " you are hand- 
" fomer than our old Tortoifefhell j and yet I would 
" not exchange old Tibby for you." " How glad 
" Towler will be to fee me ! I fancy him at the GatI, 
" wagging his Tail. He is deaf, and has loft moft of 
" his Teeth, but I hope he is not fo blind but what he 
** will know me again." 

As her Luggage was but light, I made her find 
Room for a fmall but very rich Plum-Cake, a prefent 
from my Mother to hers, and alfo fome Gingerbread- 
Nuts for the Children. 

In the Afternoon, a Boatman ftepped into the Shop 
with fome Boat-Cloaks, faying that Mr. and Mrs. Ar- 
buthnot were coming up from the Water-Side to take 
Tea in our Gardens. I knew not the young Gentle- 
man was married ; and indeed he was not fo, but his 
Companion proved to be his Aunt; the quieteft, 
fweeteft-looking old Lady I ever fet Eyes on. The 
Sky having clouded over, we had little Company that 
Afternoon; I fet their Table in our niceft Arbour, and 
had Pleafure in ferving them myfelf, and providing 
them with the frelheft Shrew/bury Cakes and lighteft 
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Buns. They feemed on the pleafantefl of Terms to- 
gether ; the young Man's Attention to the old Lady^ 
without fulfomenefs, was very agreeable to fee; and 
their C'onverfation was fomewhat above the common 
Run. Towards the Conqlufion of their Repafl, a Rain- 
Shower came on, which alarmed Mrs. ArbtUhnot^ and 
made her requeft Shelter in the Houfe. I inftantly 
fhewed them into our Parlour ;' where Gatty^ having 
finifhed her Packing, was embroidering an Apron 
which Prtie had commenced for my Mother^ but had 
gbt tired of before it was half done. GaUy was fuch 
a fuperior Needlewoman that her Work, befides being 
done fo quickly, put Prudencis quite to ihame ; the 
Leaves, Flowers, and Sprigs feemed to grow under her 
nimble Fingers. Old Mrs. ArbtUhnot watched her a 
little While, admiring her Facility; and then raifmg 
her Eyes from Gatt^s white Hands to her almofl as 
white Face, " You look very delicate, young Woman," 
fays ihe. 

" Oh, Ma'am, I'm a great deal better now; almofl 
" well," fays Gatty^ fcarcely looking up. 

" Have you been very ill? " 

" Yes, Madam, I have had a Fever." 

" This is the young Perfon, Aunt," fays Mr. Arbuth- 
not, " whom I mentioned to you as having been taken 
« ill, the Day of Lady Betty's Folly." 

" And are you going to return to Lady Betty ?" fays 
Mrs. Arbuthnot. 

" No, Madam, I am going Home To-morrow; into 
" the Country." 
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" The befl Place for you, Child Are you going 
" into Service no morel" 

" I wifh it were fo, Madam," faid GaMy^ hemming 
away a Sigh. 

" I fhould think Lady Bettys Place too hard for 
" you; Ihe goes out a good deal." 

" The Hours try me, Madam. I have been ufed 
^ always to go to Bed early." 

" How early?" put in Mr. Arbuthnot 

« Nine o'clock, Sir." 

« And now?— at Lady Bettys T 

" Not till Two or Three in the Morning; fometimes 
« Four." 

He fhrugged his Shoulders, and drew in his Breath. 

" My Dear," remonflrated Mrs. Arbuthnot gently, 
** I am not fure we have any Right to inquire into the 
** Details of her Ladyjhifs Houfehold." 

He fmiled, and looked brimful of Queflions he 
wanted to afk. 

" Perhaps fome other Employment might be found 
" lefs injurious to your Health," refumed the old Lady. 
" You feem a (kilful Embroidrefs. That Pattern is 
" charming; I fhould like to have it" 

" I fhall be very happy to copy it for you, Madam," 
faid Gatty. 

" Alas, Child, I could not work it if you would give 
** it to me, unlefs you gave me your Eyefight too ! 
" But I'll tell you what you might do for me. You 
" are going into the Country, you fay. Probably you 
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** will there have Leifiire to work ou your own 
" Account" 

"Oh yes, Madam!" 

" Work me a Set of Aprons, then, as your Time and 
" Strength permit; I will pay you for your Trouble 
"when they are finiihed; but here is Something for 
" the Muflin and Silks, which I will get you to fupply/' 

And ihe put Money into her Hand. 

" I think I have fome prettier Patterns than this up- 
" Stairs, Madam," cried Gatty; and fhe flew up-Stairs, 
vdthout at all regarding the Trouble of unpacking her 
Box to get the Patterns, which were at the very Bot- 
tom, in order to lie flat 

" There is Something very well-fpoken and obliging 
" about her," faid Mrs. Arbuthnot to me. " Is Ihe of 
" refpectable Condition?" 

" Her Father^ Madam, was a Country Curate, and 
" died, leaving a large young Family unprovided. 
" Her Mother is a dillant Relation of Lady Betty $. 
" Gatty became Lady Bettys Maid, becaufe no better 
" Independence offered to her,, and ihe wanted to 
" aflifl her Motherr 

** Tut ! tut ! This is a fad Story— Surely Something 
" more fuitable might be found." 

" You fpoke of an Embroidery-Shop, Madam — we 
" thought of that too, as Gatty is fo clever, and can 
" defign as well as execute Patterns; but my Mother 
" thought it would expofe fuch a pretty unprote<Sled 
" Girl, thoughtlefs and ignorant of Evil, to many 
" Temptations we had not taken into the Account" 
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" The Clouds are breaking, now, Aunt," faid Mr. 
Arbuthnoty returning from the Garden-Door, where he 
had been apparently watching the Weather, but very 
likely hearing none the lefs of what was faid. "I 
" think we may fhortly venture to retiu-n." 

" Prefently, my Dear. The young Perfon has gone 
" to fetch me fome Patterns." 

" By-the-by, Ma'am, would not fuch a young Perfon 
" as Mrs. Gaity be very ufeful to you in the Parlour, 
" writing youf Notes, threading your Needles, and 
"making your Tea for you? Mxs, Rachel is getting 
" pafl Work now, and is not much of a Companion." 

** My Dear, I have thought of it myfelf, but we will 
" do Nothing haftily. At prefent we will let Mrs. 
" Gaity go Home to recover her Health and make 
" my Aprons." 

Gatty at this Moment reappearing, no more was faid, 
except about the Patterns, which occafioned more De- 
bate than Mr. Arlmthnot conld. reafonablybe expedled 
to liflen to as patiently as he did. But perhaps he 
was thinking of fome other Matter all the Time. After 
this, they went away. 

Though there was now not much Daylight left, 
Gatty knew fhe ihould match the Muflin and Silks fo 
much better in Town than in the Country, that ihe re- 
folved on going out to buy them ; and I, to have all 
of her Company I could, went with her. The Walk 
was a long one, but our Spirits made us infenfible of 
Fatigue, and the Weather after the Shower was de- 
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lightful. In the Evening Mr. Fenwick reappeared, 
though not to Tea, and afked us what he fhould read. 
"Oh, fomething cheerful, pleafe, Sir!" cried Gatty 
hallily, which made us all laugh ; but fhe faid ihe had 
no Mind to cry again before ihe went Home. So he 
read to us about Sir Roger de Coverley, 

At Night Gatty was in fuch a nervous Fidget, ihe 
could fcarce keep ftill. She kept faying, " I hope to 
" Goodnefs I ihall not over-ileep myfelf ! Don't let 
" me over-ileep myfelf!" I told her there was no Dan- 
ger, for I always could wake what Time I chofe in 
the Morning, if I refolved on it overnight; and I had 
already refolved I would wake, and wake her, at Five. 
I told her I meant to fee her off. She faid, " Oh, 
'' don't!" I faid, "Yes, I ihall— I want to fee the Laft 
" of you, fo it's no Ufe fpeaking* Otherwife you may 
" mifs the Coach, and be returned on our Hands like 
" a bad Penny." She laughed, and faid, " It is quite 
." infmcere of me to pretend to wiih you not to go, 
" for I wiih to have you with me to the very Lafl; 
" only it is fuch a Shame to give you fo much Fatigue 
" and Trouble." I faid, " People who really care for 
" one another, don't mind Fatigue and Trouble. 
" Would not you do as much for me 1" " Yes, tp be 
" fure I would," fays fhe. 

" Very well, then," faid I, " fay no more about it, 
" but let us get to Sleep as fail as we can." 

It was quite Dark when we got up next Mornings 
but every one was up, to fee Gatty off We all infiiled 
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on her making a hearty Breakfafl, and ihe declared 
that every Morfel feemed to (lick in her Throat; fo 
that it was " mod Hade, worfl Speed" Prue put her 
up a large Packet of Sandwiches and Bifcuits, fa)dng 
(he would fjnd her Appetite by-and-by; and my Mo- 
ther pinned her Handkerchief clofer at the Throat, 
bidding her beware of Cold. I thought there would 
be no End to her Leave-taking. — ^When ihe had kiffed 
all round, fhe began again. ^^ Am not I to come in 
" for my Share, Mrs. Gatty ?" fajrs my Father ^ who 
was eating an Anchovy. "Oh yes, Sir," fays (he, 
laughing, and colouring a little ; and killed him too. 

" That's right," fays he; "you're one of the right 
" Sort — ^frank, without being forward — ^A thorough 
" nice Girl, out and out — I wifh the World were full 
** of People like you." 

" Thank you for all your Kindnefs, Sir," fays ihe 

" Pooh," fays he, "I've ihown you no Kindnefs; 
* the Women have, I grant ye; all the better for both 
« Parties." 

« Come, Gatty;' faid I, "we fhall lofe the Coach." 
So off we fet, with Peter carrying the Trunk. 

When we reached the Old Angel Inn^ a noify Bell 
was ringing, enough to deafen one; and a Man blow- 
ing a Horn out of Window. The Coach was already 
at the Door, and a Porter was fhoving a very fat Wo- 
man into it, to the apparent Difguft of a Gentleman 
wrapped in a Roquelaure, who was already withinfide. 
Then the Porter handed the old Woman a Dram- 
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Bottle, and a Puppy-Dog tied up in a red Handker- 
chief. A thin, tall Gentlewoman in a velvet Hood 
and green Jofeph next followed ; and two rough-look- 
ing Men got in lafl. On the Coach-roof were two 
Men hallooing and wanting to be oflf. In the Bafket, 
where Gatty was to go, was an old Woman fmoking a 
Pipe. We took our lafl Kifs — ^a hearty one, and our 
lafl Look — a cheerful one; fhe fcrambled up into the 
Bafket, which was a very awkward Appurtenance, and 
the lumbering old Coach drove off, rocking and fway- 
ing from Side to Side like a Ship in a Gale of Wind 
Going under tke Archway, one of the Men on the 
coved Roof of the Vehicle got a fevere Rap on the 
Head. He hallooed out pretty loudly, but his Voice 
was drowned by the Horn. 





Chapter VIIL 

A Voice from the BaJkeU 

Before I reached Home, a drizzling Rain began to 
fall, which I was very forry for on Gattfs Account 

In the Courfe of the Evening, Df. Elwes called. 
He faid, "What could that young Baggage mean by 
" fending me her three Pounds ? I give them in Charge 
" to you, Mrs. Patty ^ to remit to her, fmce I don't 
" know her Addrefs." 

I faid, " You are very kind, Do6lor^ but Lady Betty 
" is well able to remunerate you." 

He faid, " Oh, hang Lady Betty — I don't return the 
" Money to her, but to Mrs. GattyP 

« Perhaps," faid I, " Mrs. Gatty's Pride will be hurt." 

" And have I no Pride, neither?" fays he. " I am 
" not accullomed to take Fees of a Lad/s Maid" 

So, as I faw it was to be fo, I faid no more, except 
by Way of Thanks in Gattfs Name ; and refolved to 
remit her the Money as foon as I received a Letter 
from her. 

The Letter was not long a-coming. I have it be- 
fore me now. 
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'< Larkfleld, Hantft, 

" Sept. 14, 1749. 

" Dear Mrs. Patty, 

** Yout lafl Look faid fo plainly that you fhould 
** like to hear a Voice from the Balket, that I have 
" taken the largefl Sheet of Paper I can find, to tell 
** you about my Journey Home, and how happy I am. 
^* About Half-an-hour after we darted, it began to rain 
" pretty fafl, which incommoded me more than my 
*' Companion, as ihe covered her Head and Shoulders 
" with a piece of Sacking, from which the Rain ran 
'* down upon me. When we changed Horfes, the 
" Men infide got out to flretch themfelves, and I then 
'* obferved that the Paflenger in the Roquelaure was 
" Squire Heavitree, the Father of a Gentleman Farmer 
" in our Neighbourhood whom we know pretty well, 
" and who was doubtlefs on his Way to vifit his Son 
" and have a little Shooting. He, pitying me in the 
" Rain, flepped up and faid, * Young Woman, if my 
" Roquelaure will be of any Service . . . Why, Gatty ! 
" is it you 1 Art going Home, Child ? There's Room 
" infide the Coach for thee . . . Come down, come 
" down from the Bafket 1*11 pay the Difference ! * 
" And, almoft whether I would or no, he made me 
** alight and get into the Coach, where I had to ride 
*' bodkin between him and the fat Woman with the 
" Puppy-Dog. At firft I was very glad to be fheltered 
" from the Rain, but the Coach was very clofe, and 
" we had only one Window partly open. The Squire 
" chatted fo cordially with me, however, that I had 
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" little Time to think of Difagreeables; and when he 
** had told me all he had to tell, he fell to quellion- 
" ing. Moil of the Paffengers were nodding, which 
" was all the better, as I did not Hke mentioning Names 
" before Folks. By-and-by, the Squire became quiet, 
" and I gueffed he was going to nod too; but, Healing 
" a Look at him, I faw he was only thinking. We 
" were now going flowly over a heavy, landy Road, 
" and the Coach rocked a good deal, and fometimes 
" lluck. I feared once or twice we fhould be over- 
" tiu-ned; but the Squire faid, *No Danger;' and, to 
" divert my Attention, pointed out a Gibbet acrofs the 
" Heath, on which a Highwayman hung in Chains; no 
" very pleafant Obje<Sl. As I looked fomewhat appre- 
" henfively towards it, fuddenly the open Window was 
" blocked up by a Horfeman with a black Crape over 
" his Face, who, crying * Your Money or your Lives I * 
" fired ftraight through the Coach, fo as to fhatter the 
" oppofite Glafs. The next Moment, another High- 
" wayman appeared at the other Window. There's no 
" defcribing the Noife, Uproar, and Confufion, the 
^ Smoke, Stench of Gunpowder, Ihrieking of Women, 
" and barking of the Puppy. The next Moment our 
" llout old Squire^ difengaging a Blunderbufs from its 
** Sling over our Heads, prefented the Muzzle full at the 
" Highwayman who had not yet fired, and fprang out 
" of the Coach with it; on which, the Man galloped 
" up the Bank, {looping low, fo as to keep his Horfe's 
" Neck between his Head and the Piece; at the fame 
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" Time dropping his Piflol, which was fecured to his 
** Waifl by a leathern Strap. He called to the Poflilion 
"who rode our third Horfe, 33rive on!^ *No, flop,* 
" cries the Squirey * for I fee another Coach coming up, 
" which may contain an unarmed Party !^ The High- 
'* wayman, reiterating, 'Drive on !' galloped acrofs the 
" Heath, followed by his two Companions; for a 
" third had been at our firft Horfe*s Head all the 
^ While. The Squire continued levelling his Piece at 
" them as long as they were within Range^ then took 
** oflf his Hat, wiped his Head, and turned about to us 
" with a Look of Satisfa<5lion. The other two Men, 
** who all this While had been as white as Death and 
"as ilill as Stones, now cried, * Well done, Squire! 
" we're much indebted to you !* while the outfide Paf- 
^ fengers gave him three Cheers. He took mighty 
" little Note of them, but flepped up to the Coach 
" that had now come up, which pffoved to contain the 
" Duke of NewcaJUe^ who, being unarmed, was very 
^ glad to continue his Journey in Company with us, 
** Thus were three Defperadoes put to flight by one 
" energetic old Man ! In another Hoiu* we reached 
^ the Inn where we were to dine, where the Duke 
" parted Company with us. The Squire fat at the 
" Head of the Tabl^ and made me fit next him, and 
** infifled on pledging all the Ladies, to keep up our 
** Courage^ Every body talked fafl and ate fafl too, 
^ as we were elated at our Efcape and pretty hungry^ 
^ I Ihould tell you^ the fat Woman maintained that 
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" her fnappilh little Puppy had thrown the Robber off 

" his Guard; but the Squire fhook his Head upon't 

'* While frelh Horfes were putting to, a couple of 

** Horfemen, apparently a Clergyman and his Servant, 

" rode into the Inn- Yard The Squire^ (lepping out 

" to them, related what had juft occurred, and cau- 

" tioned them againfl croffing the Heath unarmed. 

** They thanked him, but told him they were two of 

" Sir John Fielding s Men in Difguife, and well armed 

" in the Hope of Attack. In fadl, as we have fmce learnt^ 

" they were befet by the very Men who had affailed us, 

" and giving Chafe to the Gang, who difperfed as wide 

" as they could, followed them all acrofs the Country 

^* till they fucceeded in capturing two ; one of whom 

" fwam his horfe acrofs a River, but was taken on the 

" other Side. The Squire has fince been afked to 

" appear againfl them, but has declined, faying there 

" is already fufficient Evidence, and he has no Mind 

" to fwear away Lives that he fpared whep his Blood 

" was hot 

• " After this, you may fuppofe we could talk of Noth- 
" ing but Murders, Robberies, and fuch-like delightful 
" Subjedls during the greater Part of our Joiuney: 
** and each feemed trying to outdo the other, in hope 
" of making the others forget how tamely all had be- 
" haved except the Squire, Gradually we dropped 
" oiu* Companions at one Place or another, till none 
" remained but the Squire^ m)rfelf, and the fat Woman. 
." He now began.to be amufed at the Joy I could not 
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" help betraying at the Sight of every well-known 
" Landmark, 'and tried to teaze me by fuppofmg a 
" Dozen ridiculous Accidents that might have hap-- 
" pened at Home, to difappoint me of my Pleafure. 
" At length, we (lopped at the Corner of a By-Road 
** in Larkfield Parifh, and young Mr. Heavitree comes 
" up. *Are you there, Father V fays he, fcrambling 
" up on tlie Step to look in. * All right, my Boy,' fays 
" the Squire^ grafping his Hand, which he fhook 
" heartily, ' and here's Gatty Bowerbank come Home 
*< to fee her Mother^ Mr. Heavitree gave me fuch a 
^- cheerful Smile ! * How glad they will all be !' faid 
" he, 'they do not in the lead expedl you, and have 
" been wondering why you have let them be fo long 
** without a Letter. I was at your Mother's jufl now.' 
*' 'She's quite well, then V cried L *0h yes,' faid he, 
" ^hvXyou don't look very well, I thinL' 'Manners, 
^^ JackP fa)^ the Squire, 'Well, Father y I meant no 
" Harm \ here are Horfes, Sir, for you and me, and a 
^ light Cart for your Luggage.' * Put Mrs. Gatty' s 
" Baggage into the Cart too, my Boy,' fays the Squire^ 
" and fend the Horfes round to the Green Hatch, for 
*' I've a Mind to walk acrofs the Fields with this young 
" Damfel, and fee what Reception (he gets, and I fup- 
" pofe you won't'Mind coming along with us.' ' Not I, 
" Sir,' faid Mr. Heavitree, ' I (hall like it very much.* 
" So, when the Luggage was put in the Cart, and the 
" Coachman was fettled with, we (larted oflf, as fociable 
"as could be, talking about the Highway Robbery; 
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^ and the Squire took Care to tell his Son that I was 
" the only Woman who did not fcream when the Piflol 
" was fired into the Coach. Well, we got to the dear 
" old Garden-Gate; and there, drolling along the peb- 
" bled Walk jull within it, were Lucy and Fen^ their 
" Arms about each other's Necks. — ^The Squire hem- 
" med ; they looked round ; and oh ! what a Cry of 
** Joy they gave ! My Mother^ hearing the Noife, came 
" out . . . 

m 

" Dear Mrs. Fatty, I am writing as fmall as ever I 
" can, and mufl write (lill fmaller, if I mean to get in 
" Half of what I want to fay. Imagine what a happy 
" Evening we had ! My dear Mother fhed many Tears, 
" though, when fhe heard of your Kindnefs to me 
" throughout my lUnefs; and defired me to exprefs 
" her Thankfulnefs to you all in the ilrongeft Terms I 
" could frame. My Ten Pounds proved very accep- 
" table, jEis it made up, with her Savings, jull the Sum 
** (he wants to bind Joe to our Village Do6lor. Fene- 
" lope is learning to make Bone-Lace; and Mrs. Evans 
** is fo well content with Lucy^ that fhe is going to take 
" her as fecond Teacher in her School next Quarter, 
'* fo that we are all getting on mighty well, one Way 
" and another. Alfo my Mother has realized a pretty 
** little Sum by the Sale of fome of my Father^ s Latin 
** Book, and there are yet more left. Your delicious 
" Plum-Cake was done ample Juftice to, and the Boys 
** declare there never were fuch Gingerbread-Nuts. 
** Now I have filled my Paper to the very Edge, and 
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" yet how much I have left unfaid ! Put yourfelf in 
" my Place, and you will know all I would fay to you, 
" and to dear Mrs. Honeywoody and to Prue; not for- 
*' getting Mr. Honeywood^ to whom give my kind Re- 
** gards. 

" Your ever attached and grateful 

** Gertrude Bowerbank." 

My Father y who was fmoking his Pipe whilft I read 
this Letter to him and my Mother ^ prefently faid, " I 
" fee them aU!" 

"Seewho, i?a/A?r;" 

" Everybody in Mrs. GaU^s Letter— The old Wo- 
" man with her Pipe, the old Gentleman in his Roque- 
" laure, the Robber hung in Chains on the lone 
" Heath, the Highwaymen, the ftout old Squire leap- 
^' ing out with his Blunderbufs, my Lord Duke coming 
" up, the Police-officers riding into the Yard, the 
" yoimg Farmer coming to meet his Father, Gaity 
** flying up to her Mother — ^that Letter is as full of 
" Pictures as this Chinefe Paper." 

After ruminating on it a While longer, he began 
again, with, 

" Gatty ought to marry the Squired 
" Oh Father ! his Soti, if you pleafe !" 
** How do you know the Son is a fmgle Man 1" 
** Nay, how do we know the Squire is a Widower % 
" He's too old." 
« Perhaps (he won't marry either," laid Prue, 
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" Perhaps not, Mrs. Prue^ but let me tell you, neither 
" you nor your Sifler could have writ that Letter." 

" Well, Father^ I fuppofe a Woman does not get 
" married for writing a Letter. For my Part, I don't 
" fee much in it Anybody, I fuppofe, could write, if 
" they had Anything to write about" 

" No, that don't follow — it's a non fequitur, as the 
" Scholars fay." 

" I don't fet up for a Scholar, not I," faid Frue, " I 
" never was fo good a Hand at my Pen as Fatty; but 
" I worked the bell Sampler, for all that" 

'* Well," fays my FatheVy " fay, when you write to 
" her, Fatty^ that I don't care how often I pay a Shil- 
" ling for fuch a Voice from the Bafket as that I wilh 
" fhe'd fend us one every Week." 

It indeed was Something curious, how my Fathet^s 
Fancy was hit by this Letter, which he got me to read 
to him many Evenings following. What was more 
remarkable, Mr. Fenwick praifed it too, though after a 
more temperate Manner. He called it eafy Writing: 
Now, fure, what is eafy, is not fo meritorious as what 
is difficult ! And he added it was almofl as good as. 
fome of the Letters in the Spedlator; which, everybody 
muft own, was immoderate. Gatty could hillorify 
plain enough what pafTed before her own Eyes and 
was heard by her own Ears; but fhe could not frame 
a Sentence that required fome Exertion of the Mind 
to follow; which, I take it, is the Perfedlion of good 
Writing; at lead, I know that's the Way with our befl 
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Authors. And no Shame to her for it : Women are 
not to be blamed for not (hining in what is out of 
their Province; and fhefpelt perfe<5lly well, and wrote 
a neat, flowing Hand, which had found Plenty of 
Pradlice imder Lady Betty; only, to fet her up with 
the Amandas and Dorindas that correfponded with 
Sir Richard Steele; why, the Thing was clearly pre- 
poflerous. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Fenwick continued to find his Way 
4own to us mod Evenings, with his Book in his Hand; 
and I mufl fay he made the Time pafs very pleafantly 
and fwiftly; but though he read quite loud enough 
for fuch a fmall Company, 'twas evident to himfelf as 
well as to us, that his Voice would by no means yet 
fill a Church.; befides which, his Breath foon became . 
(hort, and a red Spot would come on his Cheek; 
which, whenever my Mother noticed, (he always made 
him (hut his Book, and would talk about Anything 
that chanced, rather than let him over-tire himfelf. 
Meanwhile, he heard Nothing, as far as I could glean, 
of Mr. Caryl: I know he got no Letters, nor received 
any Vifitor; and that, I think, tended to make the red 
Spot infix itfelf on his Cheek. I pitied him heartily 
— " Hope deferred maketh the Heart fick" — ^but yet 
it was a Matter I could not prefume to exprefs S)an- 
pathy with him upon; nor was I quaUfied to allay any 
of his Uneafinefs. But I kept anxioufly looking out 
for Mr. CaryPs entering the Shop. One Forenoon, 
Lady Bettys Man, Mr. James, came in; and, fays he> 
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" Your Servant, Mrs. PcOty — My Lady is going to 
" give a grand Malked Ball to-morrow, Evening; and 
" it occurred to me that you and your Siller might like 
" to look on. If fo, I can fecure you good Places, 
•* where you will fee without being feen; and you will 
" only have to come early, and alk the Hall Porter 
" for Mr. James^ 

I thanked him, and faid it would be a vafl Treat to 
us ; and after a little Talk about Mrs. Gatty^ and my 
oflfering him fome Refrefhment, which he readily fe- 
ledled in the Form of Cherry Brandy and Macarons» 
he went away. 








Chapter IX. 
Lady Betty's Mafquerade, 

Prudence was mighty pleafed to hear of our Engage- 
ment, as it would afford her a near View of the gay 
World, which was what (he had long been defiring. 
After the Shop was clofed, we fet forth, attended by 
Peter ^ who was alfo to fee us fafe back; and on 
reaching the Square, we defcried the Houfe diredlly 
by the lighted FJambeaux. 

Both the private and public Entrance were already 
in Commotion ; but we afked the Hall Porter for Mr. 
James, who prefently appeared, (lill in Defliabille. 
" You have taken me at my Word," faid he, fmiling, 
" Your Coming is of the earlieft, and I dare not let 
" you go up-Stairs yet, fo you mufl wait awhile in the 
" Servants' Hall, till the Company begin to arrive." 

I was never in a Servants' Hall of that Defcription 
before ; and I mud fay that it afforded me Matter and 
Leifure for feveral Refledlions. Servants, Paflry- 
Cooks — Men and Boys, and fo forth, were bulUing in 
and out, and we were pufhed about a good Deal till 



92 The Old Chelfea Bun-Aoufe. 

we got into a quiet Comer behind the Clock. It flruck 
me that the Pleafures of the Quality were purchafed at 
the Price of a good Deal of Immorality in their De- 
pendents. Many a Glafs of Wine did I fee fwallowed 
on the Sly; many a Tart and Cuflard whipt off and 
haflily eaten in Comers. One would have thought, 
in a great Houfe like this, Fragments of Dainties had 
been fo common that they would have been no Temp- 
tations; but doubtlefs the poor Servants had been fo 
overwrought and debarred of their natural Refl and 
regular Refrefliments, that their Strength required a 
little keeping up, for they had an arduous Evening 
before them. The Maids flirted and jefled; the Men 
ufed intemperate Language; in and out among them 
all failed my Lady Houfekeeper from Time to Time, 
as proud as a Dutchefs, and in a Head and Pinners 
that a Dutchefs had probably wom^ before they were 
a Httle foiled. 

By-and-by the Buflle increafes. Mr. James comes 
in, fuperbly attired, and fmilingly offers us Tarts and 
Tokay; but though preffed, we declined. Then he 
beckoned us to follow him, and piloted us into a bril* 
liant Ante-room where, behind fome huge Orange 
Trees in Wooden Tubs, he found us Seats that com- 
manded a Viftoe of the two Drawing-rooms beyond. 
Sure, the King's Majefly could fcarce dwell in greater 
State. I think that neither Whitehall^ Windfory nor 
Hampton Court could ever have made a greater Show. 
The Ante-Chamber Hangings were blue Velvet and 
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Silver, the Drawing-room that came next beyond was 
amber Satin and Gold; the Chamber beyond that was 
hung with Goblin Tapellry. Alfo there were fome 
large Mirrors, in which one might behold one's felf 
from Head to Foot 

I had very httle Notion of what a Malked Ball was 
really lik^, but I concluded the Company being attired 
as Monarchs, Roman Senators, and Potentates of va- 
rious Defcriptions, would be fufficiently poffeffed with 
their imaginary Dignities to difplay Gellures and De- 
portment of a correfponding Sort, which would doubt- 
lefs be very majeflical. And thefe again would be rcr 
lieved by Light-Comedy Parts, which, well fupported, 
•would be humorous and diverting. 

As, let People affemble as late as they will, fotne 
one mufl Hill be firfl, fo it was on the prefent Occafion. 
A little Man, gaudily attired, entered with a good Deal 
of Flutter and Importance, who, as foon as he found 
the Apartments empty, exchanged his Strut for his or- 
dinary Gait, took off his Maflc and put it on again fe- 
veral times, perambulated the Saloons, peeped into 
everything, examined himfelf again and again before 
the Mirrours, acted a little in Dumb-Show, fat down 
before one of them, and finally curled himfelf up on a 
Settee and dropped afleep. 

I wonder how much the Expe<5lation of Pleafure 
makes up the real Amount of Pleafure apportioned to 
us in this Life. The Pleafure itfelf continually difap- 
points; the Expectation of it has often Something 
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troubled and impatient; fo that either Way there^s 
perpetual Alloy. 

Prudence and I were now mighty anxious for the 
Company. A Group at length entered, confilling of 
Maids of Honoiu* and Courtiers of Queen ElizdbetJCs 
Time, very much furbelowed and bedizened, who be- 
lieved themfelves the firfl till they efpied the little Man 
on the Settee, when there were fome fmall Jokes made 
about Cymon and Iphigenia, Milton and the Italian 
Lady, Sleeping Beauty in the Wood, and fo forth. 
Then the Ladies fettled their Ruflfs at the Mirrours, 
and failed up and down ; and one of them walked 
through Part of a Minuet without Mufic with a Gen- 
tleman fhe called Sir Chrijlopher Hatton^ who pointed 
his Toes extremely well Then one of them feid, 
" My Malk makes my Face fo hot !" " And red too," 
**faidthe other; "but what will it be by-and-by?" 
" I wonder if Harry will come," fays one; " I'll lay 
" any Wager I (hall find him out"—" 1*11 lay any Wager 
" you won't," fays the' other. Thought I, is this the 
Way Maids of Honour ufed to talk in the Days of 
good Qveen Befs ? Well, perhaps it maybe. 

Jull then the little Man aroused, rubbing his Eyes, 
and faying drowfily, "yi?^«, my hot Water at feven . . ." 
on which the Ladies tittered, and he woke up, looked 
about, and probably felt foolifh. Now the Muficians 
came, and took their Places, and began to tune up ; 
and jPr«^ whifpered to me, " How delightful !" Indeed, 
the Mufic was, or feemed to me, firfl-rate, and I en- 
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joyed it as much as anything; yet at length became 
inured to it, and fcarce more attentive than to a com- 
mon Street Band; and finally wilhed the Men would 
not play fo loud, for it prevented my hearing what 
People were faying. The Ball-Rooms now began to 
fill fall ; and were foon crowded with Jews, Turks, and 
Saracens^ Nuns, Monks, and Friars, GoddefTes, Shep- 
herdefTes, and Milkmaids, Pulcinelloes, Mountebanks, 
and Minillers of State. Their Dreffes were exceffive 
fine, and I almofl trembled to think of the Expenfe 
People had put themfelves to for the Amufement of 
one Night; however, that was all for the good of 
Trade — ^if fo be they paid their Bills. 

As for fupporting their Characters, there was fcarce 
an Attempt at it; the utmofl that the greater Part of 
'em did was to fay, in little fqueaking Voices, " You 
" don't know me 1" "I know you !" This feemed to 
me llupider than Child' s-Play; and I was beginning 
to weary of it, when Prudence jogged me as a very 
pretty Figiu-e paffed, in llriped Gauze and pink Satin, . 
fprinkled with Flowers, as the Goddefs Flora; and 
whifpered, " Lady Grace BellairP 

Soon after, a fmart yoimg Spanijh Cavaliero came 
in, whom fhe pronounced to be Mr. Arbuthnot; and 
a Bafhaw with three Tails, whom fhe decided upon as 
Sir Charles Sefton. Whether any of her Gueffes n^re 
right, I knew not By-and-by, Dancing began in the 
inner Saloon; and, for the firfl Time, I had a Glimpfe 
of Lady Betty^ who was the only Woman without a 
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Mafk; and when I faw how great was her Advantage 
therein over the reft, I wondered how Perfons that 
evidently thought mainly of outward Appearances 
could make themfelves fuch Frights. 

By-and-by a fmgular Couple, Arm in Arm, left the 
Ball-Rooms for the Ante-Chamber, dreffed like Charles 
the Second's Courtiers, all but their Heads; for one 
had the Head of a Fox, and the other of a monftrous 
Goofe. The latter faid, " Quack 1" whenever he was 
puflied by the Crowd, which was held an exceeding 
good Joke, for Folks cried, " Well done, Goofe 1 
" Quack again !" and, when he did fo, went into Peals 
of Laughter. At Length, with his Friend the Fox, he 
fat down on a Bench juft in Front of our Orange- 
Trees, exclaiming to his Companion, " Precious hot 
" Work ! Even Popularity may be too fatiguing." 

" I never had enough of it to know that," fays the 
Fox. 

" You ! Why, youVe been fteeped in it to the Lips ! 
" — ^among a certain Coterie at any Rate. You are 
" feigning Modefty, Mr. Fox." 

" All I faid was, I had never had too much ; per- 
'* haps, not enough. We belong to an infatiable Race 
" By-the-by, I proved myfelf a Goofe To-Night in 
" choofmg to play Fox, for you are by far the more 
" popular." 

" And only by faying Quack." 

"Quackery goes a great Way in this World, — I 
." might have known 'twould be fo." 
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" Monflrous fine Mafquerade this ! " faid the 
Goofe. 

" Oh, delightful ! Have you made out many People % " 

" Why, to tell you the Truth, I've been fo obferved 
" myfelf, I've had no Time to obferve others." 

"Quack!" 

'* Sir 1 your Hour, Place, and Weapon." 

" How quiet and retired is everything in this little 
" Spot ! You have Time to obferve now." 

" Why did you deny yourfelf to me Yeflerday % I 
" know you were at Home." 

" The Truth is, I was defperately hypped." 

" What made you fol" 

" Study." 

" What were you fludying % The natural Hiflory of 
" the Fox 1" 

" No, I was learning fome Verfes by Heart \ and I'll 
" fpout them to you." 

" Now then, don't be tedious." 

" * Three Things an Author^ s modejl Wijhes hound ; 
" My Friendjhip^ and a Prologue^ and ten Pounds " 

" Oh, come ! thaf s Pope r 

" Well, and it's my Cafe too— pretty near. A callow 
" Poetling writes a Piece, dedicates it to me, and ex- 
" pe<5ls me to patronize and print it" 

" You % Why, I never faw your Name head a Dedi- 
« cation !" 

H 
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" Well, Sir, you may (hortly — ^if I find no Way of 
" adroitly declining the Honour, as I have done fimi- 
" lar Favours before." 

" Why decline?" 

" Oh, the Thing's burthenfome." 

" The ten Pounds may be; but moil People con- 

" fider themfelves honoured, and are willing to pay 

" for an expenfive Luxury." 

" Well, it's no Luxury to me." 

" Don't have it then." 

" How avoid it r' 

" By fimple Negle6l. He can't ajk for the ten 
" Pounds, if you forget to fend them." 

" No, but he may abufe me." 

" If his Abufe is not clever, Nobody will read it 
" Come, you are making a Mountain of a Molehill 
" If he has fent his Poem to you, fend it back * with 
" Thanks,' or forget to return it altogether, or let a 
" Spark fall upon it" 

" Then a Spark would fall upon me^ 

" Nay, if none of thofe Expedients can fit you, you 
" mud help yourfelf to one. I begin to think you 
" ought to have played Goofe, in good Eameft." 

They now fell to talking of the Company, and cri- 
ticizing their Dreffes and Deportment, but I was too 
pre-occupied with what they had been faying to attend 
much to their cauflic Remarks; for though they fpoke 
quietly, and their falfe Heads fomewhat difguifed their 
Voices, I could not help entertaining an Impreffion 
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that the Fox was Mr. CaryL Was it poor Mr. Fen- 
wick, then, he alluded to fo unhandfomely 1 Oh, the 
Hollownefs of Worldlings ! Why, had I not with ray 
own Ears heard hira commend Mr. FenwicUs Poem 
to his Face, and thank him for the Compliment of the 
Dedication 1 And yet, here he was waiving it off, as- 
'twere, and even hinting that Mr. Fenwkk wanted 
to be paid for it ! whereas I knew he had refufed 
Money when offered ! Oh, the Meannefs 1 . . He was 
jealous, and envious too, I could make out, of a Man 
that had writ better Verfes than his own; and would 
fain have them fuppreft. Well, well, this is a wicked 
World we live in; and thaf s no News neither. 

A false Head and a falfe Heart, thought I, as the 
Fox walked off with the Goofe. I declare my Hands 
tingled to pull off that Fox*s Head and expofe him ; 
but that would have been witlefs. I got tired of the 
Vanity-Fair long before Prudence did. At length even 
(he had had enough (and no Wonder, for our Atten- 
tion had been on the full Stretch for many Hours, 
without Refrelhment or Change of Pofture); but the 
Difficulty was, how to Heal away; for ±e Lobbies and 
grand Staircafe were as thronged as the Ball-Rooms, 
and we could not in our plebeian DrelTes, and un- 
mafked, attempt going among the Company; fo thare 
we continued to fit, long after we wanted to come 
away. At length the Rooms began to thin; and we 
took Advantage of a chance Difperfion of the Com- 
pany to make a fudden Flight to the back Stairs. I 
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thought I heard Remarks and Exclamations made, 

but never looked round ; and there at the Foot of the 
back Stairs, flood Peter as pale as Death, thinking he 

had miffed us, and never ihould find us. He had paffed 
the Night, of courfe at a Public-Houfe — ^no good 
place for him, nor for fcores of others that did the 
fame ; and was now waiting with our camelot Cloaks 
and Clogs, which he had flowed fafely fomewhere 
where he knew he could find them again. Once 
equipped, we followed clofe at his Heels as he elbowed 
his Way through a Rabble-Rout of Chairmen, Link- 
Boys, Hackney-Coachmen, Pick-pockets, and Lookers* 
on. It was pouring of Rain, the Pavement (hone like 
Glafs, Day was breaking, and I never heard fuch an 
uproar in my Life . . . "Lady So-and-fo's Chariot !" 
echoed from one hoarfe Voice to another all along 
and round the Comer; and then "Lady So-and-fo's 
"Chariot flops the Way!"— till Lady So-and-fo 
flepped in and drove off. 

At length we got quit of it all, and picked our Way 
Home as we befl could, and a long Way it feemed ! 
We had too much to do in minding our Dreffes, to 
have Leifure for talking. As we got towards the Five 
Fields we met plenty of Market-Carts ; and now and 
then we heard the fhrilly Cry of fome poor little 
Chimney-Sweep. Once at Home, we were foon in 
Bed and afleep ; and I awoke nearly at my ufual Time, 
chilly and yawnifh, but Prue continued fleeping, and 
I did not wake her. 
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I was not down quite as fpon as ufual, after all, and 
the Milk and Bread were behind Time; and, of Courfe, 
Mr. Fenwick did not get his Chocolate as foon as 
ufual. When he heard what made me late, he looked 
grave. I faid, " Sure, Sir, there was no Harm in look- 
" ing onl" He faid, "Well, I don't know . . It is dan- 
" gerous to attend not merely Places of pernicious 
" but of doubtful Amufement Do not your Feelings 
" this Morning tell you that there was Something un- 
*' found and unfafe in the Revelry of lad Night % And 
" if fo in the Cafe of mere Spectators, how much more 
** in that of a<5lual Participators % and of all thofe 
" poor People, no voluntary Promoters of it, who only 
" obeyed Orders, and got no Pleafure at all, but what 
" was allied to Dilhonefty and Intemperance 1 I don't 
** want to be overilri<Sl ; but am I right or wrong, 
** think you, Mrs. Patty V^ And I was obliged to own 
that I believed he was in the Right on't 

As for Prue^ ihe was fit for Nothing all Day; but 
(he would h^r of no Wrong in what had to her been 
fo delightful So I left her to amufe my quiet Mother 
with her lively Chat, and attended to the Shop myfelf. 



Chapter X. 
Tom's Frefenis. 

I WAS fitting behind the Counter, when a fmart- 
looking, funburnt young Man of about two-and- 
twenty, attired as a Sailor, came into the Shop. He 
faid, " Hallo, Fafty ! how are you 1" I faid, "Why, 
*' Tom / can it be you 1 I thought you had been in 
« China r 

" I have been there," fays he, " true enough ; more- 
" by-Token, here's a China Orange for you ;" and clap- 
ped one into my Hand with fuch Force that it went 
near to go through it 

" How are you all ?" faid he; " I'm glad to fee you, 
" and I hope you're glad to fee me." 

" Oh yes> very glad, Tom; pray walk into the Par- 
** lour — ^we are all at Home." 

" How are you, Uncle ?" fays he, fo loud and fud- 
den that he made my Father jump. "And you, 
" Auntr — ^kiffing her. "And you 1" kifTmg Frue too. 

"* Manners, fackT" fays my Father, quoting 
Gattys Letter. 

" My Name's Tom^ Uncky not Jack^ though I fup- 
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" pofe you meant Jack Tar, Well ! fo here you all 
** are ! I've only juft landed — Didn't forget one of 
"you in foreign Lands; I've brought my Aunt a 
« Monkey." 

" A nafly Bead !" cries my Father; we won't have 
" him here, Tom / He'll break all my China." 

" Well, Uncle, I thought fhe might do a little Dam- 
" age that Way, ('tis the prettiefl little Creature you 
" ever faw; her Ears are bored, and her Name's yj?^/) 
" So I brought you, Sir, a Tea-Service, to cover Break- 
" ages; the Cups and Saucers fitting into each other; 
" and the Teapot, no bigger than this Orange, fitting 
" in o' Top ; the whole Concern packs in a Cylinder 
** no bigger than a Spice-Box," 

** Dear Tom,'* fays my Mother, nervoufly, "we've 
" more Tea-Services already than we ihould know 
" what to do with, if we did not keep a genteel Kind 
« of Tea-Garden for the Quality." 

*^ But as you do, Ma'am, won't it be acceptable % 
" Or otherwife, won't you want /ejfy to break it 1 
" She's the prettied littie Dear you can imagine, the 
* " Darling of the whole Ship. Well 1 it feems you're 
" each difcontented with the other's Prefents ; — ^my 
" Uncle don't like your having the 3ionkey, and you 
" don't like his having the Crockery. Then I '11 tell 
'* you what I '11 do — chop and change. I '11 take your 
" Prefents down to my Father and Mother, and you 
" (hall have theirs. I 've bought you a Pair of Slip- 
" pers, Frue, but of courfe they're too big." 
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And out he pulled a Pair of little Chinefe Slippers 
that might have pinched Cinderella, 

" I *m fure you can't wear them, Frue^* faid I. 

" I 'm fure I fhan't try," faid fhe, jerking her Chin, 

" Well, Patty, fmce I could find you Nothing better, 
" I 've brought you a Feather Fan with an Ivory 
" Handle." 

"Thank you, TomT faid I; "it will do nicely to 
" flap the Flies off the PaOry." 

" And fmce you, Aunt, will not have the Monkey, 
" you mufl be content with fome Gunpowder Tea." 

" I (hall like that a great deal better, Tom, I aifure 
" you. The only Sort of Gunpowder I approve." 

Here Tom pulled out of his Pocket what looked 
like a Mahogany Rule, about nine Inches long. 
" Now, Sir," fays he to my Father, " what 's that 1" 

" I can't for the Life of me tell," fays my Father, 
after eyeing it aflcance and then handling it 

" I knew you couldn't ! See," (unfolding it,) "ifs 
" a Boot-jack !" 

" A queer one, Tom /" 

" And what is it now % Why, a Reading-Delk ! 
" What is it now % A Cribbage Board !" 

" Ha ! Tom, that's ingenious." 

" Ingenious, Uncle ? I believe it is ! What is it 
" now 1 A Ruler. What is it now 1 A pair of Snuf- 
« fers." 

" Ha, ha, ha !" 

" Ah, I knew you'd laugh — ^what is it now 1 An 
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" eighteen Inch Rule. What is it now 1 A Pair of 
" Nut-crackers. What is it now % Two Candlefticks. 
" What is it now % A Picquet-Board. What is it now? 
" A Lemon-fqueezer. That's for you, Uncle, That's 
" all the Changes. It will go into your Coat Pocket" 

" Itjhall go there, Tom ! 'Tis a real Curiofity." 

" I knew you'd fay fo, Sir. I wasn't fure about the 
" Monkey, but I knew you'd like this. Jeffy fhall go 
" with me Home, but I fhan't go there till next Week, 
" becjaufe they don't kliow we've come up the River, 
" fo I fhall flay a little here firft." 

" But, Tom^ I don't know how we can take you in, 
" for we have a Lodger." 

" Oh my Goodnefs ! Nay, don't put the poor Fel- 
" low to Inconvenience on my Account, pray." 

" Certainly not !" cried Pruey indignantly. " Why, 
" Mr. Fenwick is quite a Gentleman ! " 

" Oh, is he fo?" faid Tom^ burfling out laughing, 
" and pray, what am 1 1 * Sir, you're no Gentleman !' 
" —is that it, Prue 1 " 

" Why, you're Tom, and that's all." 

" And that's enough too, isn't it 1 Oh, I can fwing 
" my Hammock anywhere. I wouldn't put Any one 
" to the fmallefl Inconvenience. Would fooner catch 
" my Death of Cold, or lofe every Shot in my Locker." 

" Tom, you're fuch a thoughtlefs, good-tempered 
" Fellow, we mufl pack you in fomewhere." 

" Oh, no. Uncle I don't think of it I'll be off to 
" the Three Bells. Only, there are two Belles here I 
« Uke better." 
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** But Toniy I ihouldn't like you to get your Pocket 
« picked" 

" And I," faid my Mother^ " fliould not like you to 
« take your Death of Cold" 

" Never caught Cold in my Life, Ma'am, that waff 
" only Flummery; a Sailor has Something elfe to do 
^ than keep fneezing and blowing his Nofe. And I 
** can leave my Money and Watch here." 

" Frudence^^ faid I, "you and I could fleep in the 
" Htde blue Clofet" 

« Why (houldn't Tom^'i^i^ Prudence, *' now the other 
" Door is un-nailed 1 We ihould have to move all 
" our Things." 

" Thank you, Fatty" faid Tom, " you were always 
** as fweet as Syrup to me. I (hall like the blue Clo- 
** fet a precious deal the bell, I can affure you, inflead 
" of being maft-headed." 

So thus it was arranged ; and the lighthearted Fel- 
low was foon eftablilhed among us, fpinning long 
Yams, as he called them, about John Chinaman, 

The next Day, he was abfent for fome Hours, and 
when he came back, he faid he wanted Frue and me 
to go with him in the Evening to fee a Conjuror. 
Frudence, for fome Whim, would not go ; but I accom- 
panied him with Pleafure. The way Tom went on, 
however, fpoiled my Evening's Entertainment 

The Conjuror was dreffed fomewhat in the Oriental 
Style, and I ihould have taken him for a real Foreigner, 
only that Tom whifpered to me that was all Sham. 
In Fadl, he began by addreffing us in very good En- 
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git/h^ and faying that the Marvels he was about to dif- 
play were unaccompanied by any Fraud or Deception, 
and that any Lady or Gentleman who doubted his 
Word might come and fit at his Elbow. " I accept 
your Invitation !" cried Tom-, and immediately "flued 
** himfelf round," as he expreffed it, round a Pillar 
between us and the Stage, flipped down it as if he had 
been a Monkey, and was at the Man's Side in a Mo- 
ment The Conjuror looked fufficiently annoyed, but 
not more fo than I felt, for it feemed to me that the 
Eyes of all the Audience were alternately on Tom and 
me, as indeed they well might be. Luckily for my 
Comfort and Refpedlability, he left me fitting next to 
a very ileady-looking elderly Couple, the nearefl of 
which faid, "Never mind, young Lady, we'll, take 
** Care of you." I faid " It was fo very thoughtlefs of 
" him to leave me !" and felt quite uncomfortable. 
" It was very thoughtlefs," faid the good Woman's 
Hufband, fmiling, *' I ihould think, Mifs, he's in the 
" fea-faring line." I faid, " Yes, Sir," and we then 
began to attend to what was going on, on the Stage; 
but I fat on Thorns all the While. 

Tom, quite unembarrafTed by the Publicity of his 
Pofition, kept his Eyes fixed on the Conjuror's Pro- 
ceedings with an Air of lively Intereft. The two or 
three firll Tricks drew from him fuch Exclamations 
as " Capital ! Excellent !" which appeared fomewhat 
to mollify the Cunning Man; but at length, when 
Something was done which feemed very furprifing. 
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Tom coolly remarked, " Ah ! I fee how that is mana- 
" ged," in a Voice as clear as a Bell, that was heard 
all over the Houfe. The Conjurer ihook his Head 
at him and frowned; but went on to Something elfe. 
Again Tom was pleafed j again he clapped as heartily 
as any. The next Trick he marked his Approval of 
by faying, " Very neat, very neat" At Length came 
the grand Feat of the Evening, which was fwallowing 
a Carving-Knife. Everybody's Attention was rivetted, 
when Tom faid in an Expollulatory Voice, " But, my 
" dear good Fellow, how can you fay there is no Fraud 
" or Deception 1 " " Sir, I defy you to prove any," 
fays the Conjurer, " I will prove it diredlly," fays Tom^ 
" for I have often feen the Thing better done in IndiaP 
" Sir, you are an impertinent Fellow," fays the Con- 
" jurer; " I mufl infift upon it that you withdraw. If 
" you will not retire of yoiur own Accord, you ihall do 
" fo on Compulfion, for it is highly indecorous to in- 
" terrupt a public Performance in this Manner." 

" Well, but why did you alk me V faid Tom. « I 
« didn't !" fays the Conjurer. '' You did," fays Tom, 
''Didn't hel" to the whole Houfe. "Knock him 
" down 1 Throw him over ! " cried feveral Voices. 
"Give him into Cuftody!" "Nay," fays Tom, "I 
" don't want to make any Dillurbance ; — ^if you wilh 
" me to go, I'll go, for I never like to put People to 
" the leaft Inconvenience, and I'm fure if I'd known 
" you didn't mean to be taken at your Word, I would 
" have flayed where I was !" Saying which, he fwung 
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himfelf up the Pillar again, and was by my Side the 
next Moment, looking as merry and good-tempered 
as ever. But I was fo penetrated with Shame, that 
I could not bear to look up, but begged him to let 
us go Home, to which he acceded, though with 
much Surprife. The next Morning, I was giving my 
Father and Mother an Account of my uncomfortable 
Evening, when Tom^ coming in to Breakfail, fays, 
" Who is that pale, lanky Chap I met jull now upon 
"the Stairs?" 

" Tom ! — '^ faid Frudence^ very indignantly, " it was 
" Mr. Fenwickr 

" How (hould I know who he was V* rejoined Tom 
unconcernedly, " I thought he might be a Thief." 

" A Thief, indeed !" muttered Frue, as Ihe buttered 
her Roll. 

« Well, Frue^' faid he brifkly, " I gave Fatty a Treat 
" lad Night, fo now if s your Turn."* 

" You did give Fatty 2l Treat, indeed, my Lad," fays 
my Father ironically. 

" I'm glad (he found it fo, Unclel^ fays he, quite 
cheerfully, " fo, To-Night, Frudence, V\\ take you to 
« the Play." 

" I don't know that I want to go," fays Frudence. 

« Oh ! very well, then I'll take Fattyr 

" Thank you, Tom,'' faid I, « but I don't quite ap- 
" prove of Theatrical Amufements." 

" You don't 1 Oh my Goodnefs ! — ^And do you 
" difapprove of them, FrueV 
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'' No, not I," faid Prue, « I think PMy more nice 
" than wife." 

" Oh, then, come along like a good Girl, and let's 
** go together." 

" But, Tom" fays my FatAer, " I (hall put a Spoke 
" in that Wheel, unlefs you promife you won't forfake 
^* her as you did Fa^ laft Night" 

" 1*11 promife you a Dozen Times, C/nc/Cf if you 
" think that will make it more fecure." 

" No, if you promife once in earned, that will do." 

*' I do promife." 

« But, Tom;' put in my dear Mother, " I ihare Pattys 
** Obje<5lions to the Play-Houfe, and I think two fuch 
" young Heads as you and Prue are hardly to be 
^* trulled there. In (hort, I would rather fhe did not 

" go." 

Prue pouted a little on this — ^my Father began to 
chafe. 

" Fiddleilicks, my Dear," fays he, " you and I often 
" went to a Play together when we were young, and 
^« why ihouldn't they 1" 

" Why, my Dear, as I am no longer young, I fee 
" Things in a different Light" 

" It may not be a truer Light, though, Mrs. Honey- 
" wood, and you can't expedl young Folks to fee 
" Things differently from what you yourfelf did when 
" you were young. Tut, tut ! let the Girl go, and fay 
'* no more about it" 

" But, Mr. Honeywood . . ." 
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** But, Madam !" (very loud and angry,) "haven't I 
" faid it (hould be fo, and have I a Right to be 
<* minded 1" 

Here my Mother turned pale and trembled, which 
I never could bear to fee; and I was going to urge 
Prue and Tom^ in a low Voice, to give up their Treat 
rather than foment a Family Quarrel, when I was called 
into the Shop, which prevented my knowing how the 
Matter ended. Prefently Tom went through the Shop, 
out of the Houfe; and the next Time I could look 
into the Parlour, it was empty. 

Prue^ however, was fmging about the Houfe, fo I 
argued that Peace had been rellored fomehow; mofl 
likely by her giving up the Play. By-and-by (he comes 
in all Smiles, and fays, " 1*11 take up Mr. FenwkJis 
" Chocolate," and, before I could fay a Word, took 
the little Tray out of my Hand and was off with it 

I had forgotten all about this, when, fome Time 
after, happening to go up Stairs for my Knotting-Bag, 
in paffmg the open Door of Mr. FenwkHs Sitting- 
Room, I faw him and Prue Handing at the Window, 
their Backs towards me, in earned Converfation ; he 
holding her by the Hand, and (he apparently in Tears. 
This gave me the oddell Feeling I ever had in my 
Life — I went up into my Room, fat down on the fird 
Chau* I came to, and could hardly turn my Breath. 
I could not think what had come over me ! Prefently 
I got up and tried to drink fome cold Water, but 
could hardly get it down. It feemed to me as if I 
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could not think; and yet there was a great, dull, dark, 
unwelcome Thought in my Head all the while ! 

I leant my Head againil the Wall; and having 
quieted myfelf a little, rofe to go down Stairs. Jull 
then, Prue came in, and looked as if (he had hoped 
to find the Room unoccupied. I faid, " YouVe been 
« crying, Prue /" She faid, (harply, " No I haven't !— 
" and what if I had % "—I faid, " Only that I (hould 
" have been forry to know that you were in Sorrow." 
She faid, " Tears are ihed for Joy, fometimes, as well 
" as Sorrow, are not they 1" " Certainly," faid I; and 
turned away. " What could make you think I had 
" been crying, Patty ?" fays fhe hurriedly. " Well," 
I faid, " I thought you might be Vexed about the 
" Play." — " The Play 1 oh, that was given up before 
" Tom went out," faid fhe — " Of courfe it did vex me, 
** and I think it was unkind of my Mother not to let 
" me go." " You know her Motives are always kind," 
faid I. " Well, of courfe I do," fays ihe, ftill croffly, 
" but don't harp any more on fuch a difagreeable Sub- 
" ject If you do, I Ihall run away from you." And 
away Ihe ran. 

Then it was not the Play; then it was not about 
An)rthing connedled with Toniy that had made her 
cry ! I'd thought as much ! "Tears are Ihed for Joy 
" as well as for Sorrow," fometimes, though not very 
often. I fat down again, and turned my Face to the 
Wall, with my Head reding againil it, and cried bit- 
terly. Mine were Tears of Sorrow, not of Joy ! 




Chapter XL 

The Old Angel. 

I DO not much like to look back on that Time : — I 
was under a Cloud; a very dark one; and faw, heard, 
and felt Everything under its Shadow. I did not 
feem to love Frue much, nor to believe fhe loved me ; 
I took Pleafure in Nothing, and did Nothing well. 

I wonder, now, how I could have been fo filly. I 
am very glad People could not fee into my Heart, 
nor guefs what was paffmg in my toffed and fretted 
Mind Oh ! if our Neighbours fometimes lay to our 
Charge Things that we know not, how often might 
they lay to our Charge Things that they know not ! 
They think us on good and pleafant Terms with them, 
may-be, when we are full of Envy, Jealoufy, and Suf- 
picion. They utter the carelefs Word and laugh the 
cheerful Laugh, little gueffmg that their lightell Look, 
Word and Tone are being weighed in a Balance. 

I fuppofe my troubled Mind tindlured a Letter I 
wrote, as about this Time, to Gatty; for in her Reply 
to it, which followed very quickly, fhe faid, 

" I think I can fee by your Writing that you are 
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" not well, nor in good Spirits. How eameftly do I 
" wifti, dear Mrs. Patty, you would come down to us 
" here, and try the efFedl of a little Change. Yours is a 
" very toilfome, anxious Life, though you carry it off fo 
" well ; always afoot, always thinking of others ! But 
" this may be overdone, and I think you have overdone 
" it now; fo come down, pray, before you get any 
" worfe. You know your Way to the Old Angel, dear 
" Patty! and though the Days are fo very Ihort now and 
" the Weather cold, the Roads are in fine Order and 
" you fhall have a warm Firefide. My Mother will be 
" more joyed to fee you than I can exprefs, and fo will 
" my Brothers and Sifters, and I need not fay how ac- 
" ceptable your Company will be to me ! My Month's 
" Holiday is up, and I have writ to Lady Betty; but 
" flie returns no Anfwer, and perhaps confiders me no 
" longer her Servant I cannot fay I fhall fi-et much 
" if it prove fo ; but the Fa6l mufl fhortly be afcer- 
" tained ; as in that Cafe I mufl feek another Service. 
" How I fhould like to go to that reverend, comforta- 
" ble old Mrs. Arbuthnot! Perhaps, when I fend her 
" Aprons, I might write a refpe<5lful Line, faying I am 
" in want of a Situation. Hers would be a vaflly dif- 
" ferent Service, I fancy, from my Lady Bettys, And 
" yet, do you know, that flrange Sifter of mine, Pen^ 
" is certain fhe fhould like to live with my Lady / 
" Dear Mrs. Paiiy^ I mufl abruptly conclude, as we 
" are preparing to fpend the Evening at Roaring 
" Houfe, It is a good Step, and there will be no 
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" Moon, but we fhall do well with Lantern and Pat- 
** tens, and are not fear'd at Hob- Goblin, 

^* I depend on your coming, fo name the Day; and 
" wrap up very warm, or elfe come infide the Coach, 
** Tell the Coachman to fet you down at the Mile- 
" Stone, jull before he reaches the Green Hatch; and 
" we will be there to meet you. There have been no 
" Highway Robberies thefe three Weeks, and only 
" one Overturn, fo don't be afraid. 

" Your Affe6lionate 

" Gertrude Bowerbank." 

*•' Roaring Houfe^* flowly repeated my Father, 
knocking the Afhes out of his Pipe, when I had read 
him the greater Part of this Letter. " It mufl be a 
** very queer Place, I think, that has fuch a queer 
" Name ... A roaring Houfe ! — hang it if I Ihould 
*' Uke to live in it ! — A Houfe that roars, or that has 
** been accuftomed to roar, very likely in the old Days 
" of the roaring Cavaliers ! — ^A monftrous queer Name 
** indeed ! — ^Aye, aye, many a Hogfhead of flrong Ale 
** has been fwilled in its grea^ rambling Kitchen by 
" roaring Boys, I warrant ye — A great, rambling, fcram- 
** bling, ihambling Houfe, with Doors and Cafements 
" loofe on their Hinges, that creak in the Wind, and 
** with loofe Tiles on the great gabled Roofs, and 
** Swallows* Neds in the great, windy Chimne)rs, and 
" creaking Boards in the uneven Floors and rotten 
'^ old Staircafes, and dark Comers, and dark Cup^ 
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" Boards, windy Key-Holes and winding Paffages. 
" That's my Notion of Roaring Houfe^^ 

" Is that where Gatty lives T* liaid Prudence heed- 
leflly. 

" No, where fhe was going to drink Tea; with Lan- 
" tern and Pattens," faid my Father — " Didn't you 
" hear Patty read % Ha ! Time was, I wouldn't have 
" minded being her Foot-Boy." 

" But, Pattyl^ faid my dear Mother anxioufly, " (he 
" does not think you are well, Love. Do you wifti to 
'' %o X.0 Larkfield V 

" Why, certainly. Mother^ it would be a great Treat; 
" only I don't fee how I could well be fpared." 

** Oh, we can fpare you well enough," cries Pru- 
dence; " you won't be miffed 1" 

" Thank you," faid I abruptly; and thought I would 
not go. 

" We will manage to fpare you very well, my dear 
" Love," faid my dear Mother — " We will contrive fo 
" that you fhall not be miffed." 

Jufl the fame Thing, only faid how differently ! I 
thought I would go. A kind Word fpoken in Seafon, 
oh ! how good is it ! 

In fhort, I decided to go, for I felt I wanted a 
Change ; and I was hourly in dread of faying in my 
prefent irritable State, fomething to Prudence which I 
fhould afterwards be bitterly forry for. I faw fhe 
wanted me to go ; I knew fhe could, if fhe would, fup- 
ply my Place for a little While; and I hoped after a 
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Ihort Abfence to return with a new Set of Ideas, and 
find all Things flraight 

So I wrote to Gatty, to name my Day, and began 
to pack up. When Mr. Fenwick heard I was going, 
he looked very much furprifed ; but faid Nothing. I 
was glad of the one and the other. I liked his being 
furprifed, and I liked his making no common-place 
Speeches. In the mean Time, he had, I knew, ad- 
dreffed a Letter to Mr. Caryl; and I found, rather 
unexpedledly, he had got an anfwer; — in this Way. 

I had carried up his Chocolate, and found him 
with his Elbow on the Mantel-Piece, and his Thumb 
and Fore-Finger pinching his Chin very hard, while 
he frowned anxioufly over a Billet he was reading. 

" This is very llrange, — ^very provoking 1" cried he, 
looking round to me for Sympathy — " I don't know 
" why I fhould trouble you to hear about it, Mrs. 
" Patty, but I am vexed !" 

" I (hould like to hear about it if you pleafe. Sir," 
faid I quietly. 

** Why, — the Matter is this. I fent Something I had 
" been writing, — Something I had taken a good deal of 
" Pains with, — ^to Mr. Paid CaryL He feemed a good 
** deal pleafed with it, took it up quite warmly, promifed 
" to put it in Train for me and give it his Patronage. 
*? A long Interval enfued, without Anything coming of 
" it ; at length I venture to write him a gentle Reminder ; 
" and he, with a hundred thoufand Proteldations and 
" Apologies, writes to fay that * how to excufe himfelf 
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" he knows not, but the plain Fa<5l is, a Spark falling 
" on my Manufcrip^ has utterly confumed it' " 

" I don't believe it !" cried I with fudden Paflion, 
" I don't believe one Word of it !" 

" Why, it's hard to believe — " begins Mr. Fenwick, 
with an aggrieved Air. 

"It's not to be believed!" interrupted I vehe- 
mently; " it's a Falsehood, if ever one was told 1 A 
" trumped up, vamped up Story !" 

« Hufh, Mrs. Fatty—'' 

" No, Sir, I can't hu(h, I know it's as I fay : I'm 
" fure of it ! Oh, the Meannefs !— " 

" My dear Fatty /— " 

" It's abominable, Sir ! He^ call himfelf a Gentle- 
« man ;" 

" My dear Fatty^ you quite allound me by the Ve- 
" hemence of your Sympathy. I can't tell you how 
" gratefully I feel it But your undue Warmth makes 
^ me fee my own in its proper Light — I was feeling 
" this Matter too much. It is mortifying enough, I 
** mull own, but I dare fay what he tells me is true . . .'* 

"Not a Word!" 

" And whether true or not, the Lofs to me is the 
^* fame — I fhall never fee my Manufcript again — ^" 

•* If I were the King or the Lord Mayor^ you 
« fhould !— " 

*' Pooh, pooh ! what, when it's burnt /" 

" Burnt or unburnt; or he fhould go to Newgate; 
« that he fhould I" 
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" No, no, Fatty ; Kings and Lord Mayors don't 
" fend Poets to Newgate, for being carelefs of other 
" Poets' Papers. You make me laugh at my own Annoy- 
" ance, you caricature it fo 1 I have quite cleared up, 
" now — I fhall not think of it again ; unlefs with a 
" Smile. But I heartily thank you for your warm Sym- 
'' pathy, dear Patty /" 

« Ah, Sir !— " 

" Yes, Patty, for your acceptable, your Salutary 
" Sympathy." 

And he cordially preffed my Hand. I withdrew it, 
and flipped away; but with a Feeling of Confolation 
and Complacence to which my lone Heart had of late 
been a Stranger. I wiped away a Tear, and went to 
pack my Box. 

" In a brotherly fort of Way," thought I ; "he re- 
" gards me kindly. Nothing more." 

Oh ! what awful Work it is, when Sifters are jea- 
lous of one another 1 The nearer the Heart, the 
greater the Smart The clofer the Kin, the greater 
the Sin. My Heart was in that State, that the leaft 
Injury, real or fuppofed, made me ready to cry out ; 
and yet I muft look out jealoufly for new Injuries, as 
if I had not enough already. As for Prue, (he was in 
a moft unpleafant Humour, fnappifh and recklefs, or 
merry and unfeeling : laughing twice as much as there 
was Need, at the mereft Trifle ; or requiring to be 
fpoke to twice before ftie heard or made Anfwer. 
There was no Confidence between us now; and if ftie 
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had made any Approach to it, I fhould have ilarted 
away from it I was glad when fhe was going about, 
Sight-feeing, with Tom; for, as fhe truly faid, fhe was 
fo foon to have all the Work to do, that fhe might as 
well take her Pleafure while fhe could : only it was 
not fpoken kindly. As for Tom, he had been Home 
and back again : he had taken down his Monkey to 
his Mother, but had foon got tired, I fancy, of country 
Quiet, (which, he faid, was as dull as a Roari-torio,) fo 
made an Excufe to run up to Town again on fome 
fea-faring Bufmefs. However, he had only left Home 
for a few Days, and meant to return to it as foon as 
he had fquired me to the Old Angel; though I told 
him I had not the leafl Need of his Protedlion, and 
wanted Nobody but Peter to go with me. He would 
not have it fo ; but got up fome Hours before Light, 
brifk as a Lark, to fee me off, hke a good-tempered 
Fellow as he was. He talked all Sorts of Rhodomon- 
tade by the Way, that amufed me in fpite of myfelf ; 
and, jufl as we got to the Inn- Yard, afked me how 
often I thought he had been in Love. 

" Never once," faid L 

" Then there youVe quite put," faid he, " for Tve 
** been in Love four Times." Here a Man ran againft 
him with a Box, " You might have put out my Eye," 
fays Tom to him ; " however, as you didn't, it's no 
" Matter." Here we got to the Booking-office, and 
waited there while the dirty old Coach was being 
wafhed. 
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" Four Times," repeated Tom^ returning to his Sub- 
ject, " and rU tell you who with." 

" Oh no," faid I, " pray fpare me !" 

" You don't guefs the Name of the lad, then," fays 
he with a roguifh Air. 

" Patty Honeywood^ doubtlefs," faid I. 

" You're not fo far ou^ then," fays he, burfling out 
laughing. 

" Hufh, Tom I People will hear you. ." 

« Well, and what if they do ?" 

" Why, I fhan't put much Faith in your Paflion, if 
" you talk and laugh fo openly about it" 

" Ah," fays he, " perhaps I may feel as much as 
" Fellows that are more affedled." 

Here we got Ihoved about a good deal by People 
coming into the Office. At length, the Horn began 
to blow and the Bell to clang over our Heads. Tom 
put me infide the Coach, within which was as yet only 
an old Lady in a red Cardinal. Then he flood on the 
Step, and kept talking to me through the Window. 
" Yes," fays he, " the Letters P. H. are indelibly tat- 
** tooed on me. Why won't you give a Fellow a little 
" Encouragement to live upon while you're awayl' 
Here he fcrewed up his Face into a very myllerious 
Expreffion, as much as to fay, " The old Gentlewoman 
" can't underftand me," and the next Moment was 
fhowing his good white Teeth from ear to ear, in a 
broad Smile. 

" They've flued up your Box now," fays he, ** and 
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" are getting under weigh. There's a blue Peter to 
the Fore." 

"Whafsthat?" faid I. 

" Why, the AdmiraVs Flag clapped to the Foremafl, 
" for failing Orders. What I mean now, is, that your 
" Man Peter, looking Blue with Cold, is Handing at 
^ the Fore Horfe's Head, and flaring, as well he may, 
" at the Poftilion. Well, you won't carry much Bal- 
" la(l this Time. There are fome Barrels of Oyfters 
" in the Hold, going down to Country Coufms that 
" have fent up Geefe and Turkeys." 

" Dear me ! I wifti I had thought of a Barrel of 
" Oyfters," faid I. 

" Too late nowl" faid Tom, " But yet, if you wifh 
" it, I'll make a Rufti for them, and come up with you 
'* in the Roads. You won't make more than three 
« Knots an Hour. Shall I ? " 

" Oh no, thank you. It's too late now." 

" Better late than never. And apply th^t to me on 
" the Prefent Occafion. Come, accept me ! Am't I 
" a very good Boy, for a Sailor 1 You've never feen 
" me fmoke, nor drink, nor fight, nor get my Pockets 
" picked, nor ufe any uncomfortable Expreflions. Oh 
** no, I can't bear to put People to the leaft Inconven- 
" ience. Here I am, going, going, going, — ^faygone!" 

" Gone!" faid I; and he was off the next Moment 

" A light-hearted young Sailor," fays the old Gen- 
tlewoman, fmiling, " I fhouldn't think many young 
** Ladies would fay ' No ' to the Offer he made you." 
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The Jumbling of the Coach over the rough Stones 
precluded the Need of an Anfwer. For fome Time we 
journeyed in the Dark; when Daylight came, I was 
able to amufe myfelf with paffmg Obje6ls; and though 
the Cold was fevere, I liked Travelling very well. We 
flopped to dine at Twelve o' Clock; there was a great, 
raw Leg of Mutton, which the old Lady faid was bad 
Meat badly killed and badly cooked. She faid, how- 
ever, that Travelling was improved fmce her young 
Days, when the Coach was three Days going from 
London to Exeter^ and halted to obferve the Sabbath 
on the Road. We fafely reached the appointed Spot 
jufl before Dark, where Gatty^ all Smiles and Cor- 
diality, — and a healthy, honefl-looking Boy, her Bro- 
ther, were awaiting me. My Luggage was fo light, 
we carried it between us, laughing and talking as we 
trudged along to Gatifs Home ; which I found what 
flie called " a good Step." 





Chapter XII. 
The Roaring Haufe, 

" Why, Gaityr faid I, as we plodded over the 
Moor, " I had no Notion you didn't live in LarkfieldT 

« But we do," faid (he, " in Larkfield Parifli. We 
" live in the Foreign, though not in the Borough. 
" Didn't I ever tell you that? When my Father died, 
" we gave up our Town-Houfe, which was twenty 
*' Pounds by the Year, and took this, which is but 
" fifteen." 

It feemed to me a lonefome Situation enough; 
however, a large, cheerful Family prevents any Houfe 
from feeming lonely; and foon we were in a fnug, 
well-warmed, well-lighted Room. They were all very 
glad to fee me ; Gattys Sifters were tall lanky Girls, 
nothing to compare in Point of Looks with herfelf ; 
but they feemed very fociable and merry, and their 
Mother was a quiet, kind-fpoken Woman, whom I 
fhould never have gueffed for a Kinfwoman, however 
remote, of Lady Betty's, 

Gatty and I flept together, and talked a good Deal 
before we flept She was quite ftrong and well now, 
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but more relu6lant than ever to go back to Lady 
Betty; and I thought (he feemed building on fome 
vague Hope of getting taken by Mrs. Arbuthnot. 
T could fee fhe liked her Country Home bed of all, 
but felt Ihe had no Right to flay. 

Next Day, we took a brilk Walk over the hard frozen 
Ground The Trees being leaflefs, and the Sky threat- 
ening Snow, I thought the Country had a dreary Look 
with it; but the young People were fo gay that one 
could not be dreary in their Prefence ; and we came 
Home to our hot roafl Mutton with red Nofes, blue 
Fingers, and tip-top Spirits. We were to fpend the 
Evening at Roaring Houfe^ which I found was where 
Mr. Heavitree lived. All the Afternoon the Girls 
were ironing clean Cuffs, and making cherry-coloured 
Top-knots. 

Though we flarted at Three o'Clock, it was quite 
Dufk before we got to the old Farm-Houfe ; but the 
ruddy Light of a great Wood Fire through the Dia- 
mond-paned Cafements made it look cheerfully 
enough. We had a hearty Country Reception at the 
Threfhold, from Mr. Heavitree^ a mighty fmart, good- 
looking young Man, with quite the Air of a Country 
Gentleman ; and frgm his Siller, Mifs Clary ^ who was 
a few Years his elder, and who, I had been told as I 
came along, was foon to be married. There was no 
other Company than ourfelves, except Mifs Clarfs 
Lover, and her Father the Squire, and the Village 
Do(5lof s AfTiflant We fpent the Evening in an old 
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Stone Hall, with great unpainted Girders over our 
Heads, fundry old Brown-Bills and Bows againfl the 
Walls, and a roaring Fire on the low Hearth, which 
reminded me of the Name of the Houfe. We did 
not want Candles for a good While ; we fat about the 
Hearth and chatted, and had Tea, and great Slices of 
Plum-Cake ; after that, we danced to warm our Fe^ 
the Squire playing the Fiddle ; and then we had Hide- 
and-Seek and Hunt-the-Slipper, to pleafe the young 
BowerbankSy and then each was called on for a Song ; 
and after that, we told Stories of Gholls,' Murders, 
Robberies, hidden Treafures, and fuch-like, till we 
quite feared ourfelves and one another. Then the 
Squire would begin one and another funny Story with, 
" ru tell you what I did when I was a Boy;" and he 
clapped his Hands after every Song, and laughed at 
every Story. I never faw an old Gentleman take fo 
hugely to young People; and when nobody was mind- 
ing him, he would (land before the Fire with his 
Hands in his Pockets, humming " Oh, the Days when 
" I was young !" and hem away a Sigh. We had For- 
feits; and when young Mr. Heavitree was bidden 
" Bow to the prettied, kneel to the wittieft, and kifs 
" whom he loved bed," he kneeled to me, and kiffed 
Gatty^ which put her out and made her very red; and 
I heard her fay in her quiet Way, " That's going too 
far." We had Turkey and Mince-Pies for Supper, and 
hot Elder-Wine and Toafl afterwards, to fortify us, 
they faid, againfl the Cold. The Squire wifhed he were 
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young enough to fee us Home, but fmce he wafn*t, 
Jack would do as well. So Mr. Jack^ that's Mr. Heavi- 
treCy went out to put on his great Coat, and came back 
laughing, and faid the Ground was covered with Snow 1 
And fo indeed it was, but we trudged through it mer- 
rily enough. Next Day, however, the Snow fell fo 
fall all Day, that we were kept in Doors, and Gatty 
worked hard at Mrs. Arbuthnofs lafl Apron, till fhe 
finiftied it I wrote Home, it being the firfl Oppor- 
tunity; for the Pod only went out of Larkfield three 
Times a Week : and that was once oftener, Mrs. Bower- 
hank faid than when Ihe was firll married. 

There was much Conje6lure beflowed as to whether 
the Heavitrees would come in the Evening to return 
our Vifit, according to Promife. Gatty thought they 
would not; all the others thought they would, and the 
two youngell Girls fpent the bell of the Morning in 
making Cakes. The young People came, without the 
Squire, and we had a pleafant Evening, but not fo lively 
as the lafl, partly becaufe the Parlour was fo much 
fmaller than the Hall, and partly becaufe Mrs. Bower- 
bank was not fo convivial and humorous as the Squfre. 

After this, came two or three Days of inceffant Snow; 
and after the Snow a Froft All were glad the Snow 
left off falling, becaufe we were expe6led at Roaring 
Houfe^ and Mrs. Bowerbank faid fhe could not confent 
to our going if the Snow continued to fall. So we 
made our Preparations full early; and meantime, a 
Servant who had been into Larkfield and had called 
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at the Pofl-Office, among other Places, (it being the 
principal Linen-Draper*s and Tea-Grocer's of the 
Town,) brought Gatty a Letter from Lady Betty ^ which 
had been lying there a Day and a Half, and the Con- 
tents of which threw us all into Flurry and Difmay. 

My Lady wrote, in a very few Words, by another 
Hand, to defire Mrs. Gatty would return to her Duties 
immediately^ for that Madam Pompon had left 

This was a fad Blow to us all : poor Gatty could 
not help crying ; and we all cried to keep her Com- 
pany. Lady Betty would not have been much flattered, 
could (he have feen the Reception her Letter got 
" Oh, poor Gatty! poor Gatty P^ refounded on all 
Sides; but after intermingling KilTes and Tears, (he 
was the firfl to pluck up Courage, and fay we were 
only making Things, worfe by grieving, and (he would 
pack up at once, to be ready for the Morning Coach, 
and then think nothing more about it till the Time 
came. So her Sifters difperfed, to drefs for our Party, 
and Gatty and I went upftairs to do the fame, and 
pack her Box ; feveral Times in the Courfe of doing 
which, (he burft out crying; and I thought I had 
never beheld a Girl fo loath to quit Home, nor fo 
refolved to do her Duty. 

At length we fet off; and when we got to Roaring 
Houfe^ there was pretty much the fame Thing over 
again, for Jokes and Laughing were exchanged for 
Lamentations; and the Gaiety of the Evening was 
completely clouded. I cannot help thinking, how- 
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ever, that it was Balm to Gertrudes Heart to find 
herfelf fo unafFe<fledly fympathifed with : the Squire 
patted her on the Shoulder feveral Times, and called 
her "poor Girl," and "dear Gatty ;'' Mifs Clary 
more than once fhed a Tear; and Mr. Heavitree 
feemed quite mute and confounded. 

We prolonged our Vifit as late as we could ; and 
when we dared Hay no longer, the Squire and Mifs 
Clary infilled on adding many additional Wraps to 
our own ; he producing fome prodigious large Silk 
Pocket-handkerchiefs, which he tied himfelf over our 
Heads and under our Chine, like Capouchins, giving 
each a Kifs as a Finifh ; and flriving moreover to per- 
fuade each of us to wear a Pair of his thick Shoes over 
our own, and fluff up the Difference between them 
with Rag and brown Paper. While urging Pen to 
this, his Son came in fi:om the outer Hall, looking 
deadly pale; and hit his Head violently againff an old 
Tortoifeftiell-Cabinet, which he ran againfl without 
intending it 

"Meafure your Diflance better, /acky' fays his 
Father, "or, what with black Eyes and red Eyes, there 
" won't be a Pair of Eyes in the Hall worth looking 
"at Blefs thee, Child!" very kindly to Gatty, as 
(he flept up to bid him Good-bye. " Keep thy good 
" Heart and good Looks, whatever thou dofl;" and 
fo killed her twice. Gatty dropped a Tear on his 
Hand; he looked at it quickly, then at her attentively; 
and giving her Hand a final Shake, pufhed her gently 
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away, faying " There, go; go along; and God's BlelT- 
^ ing go with thee." 

By this Time we were all equipped Jufl as Mifs 
Clary was kifling Gatty at the Door, I noticed the 
Squire whifper a Word in Mr. Heavitreis Ear, which 
made the latter colour very much; adding to it, 
" You'll be a Fool, if you don't do as I fay." 

Now,, we were all fetting out from the hofpitable 
Threfhold, the Lights llreaming from which illumined 
our Path till we reached the Gate, which yir^Heavitree 
held open till we had all pafTed. Gatty s two younger 
Sillers, to fliow their Love and Sorrow, were each 
monopolizing one of her Arms and hanging upon her 
as they followed Joe, who was taking the Lead with a 
Lantern, though there was a pale Moon. Mr. Heavi- 
tree, therefore, coming up as foon as he had faftened 
the Gate, found me jufl behind the refl, and fponta- 
neoufly gave me his Arm ; but the next Minute, in a 
hurried Manner and lowered Voice faid, " Dear Mrs. 
" Patty y this once be my Friend. I've a Word to 
" fay to Gatty, and thofe Girls will never let me !" 

I immediately faid, fmiling, " Trull to me ;" and in 
another Minute had dropped his Arm and was walking 
off with Lucy, and in two or three Minutes more had 
fecured Penelope too. As we walked on brifkly. Pen 
faid, " Hadn't we better flop for Gatty V' but I faid, 
" No, fhe's clofe behind, and Mr. Heavitree wants to 
• " have a little Talk with her for the laft Time." This 
quite fatisfied the artlefs Girls, who foon were bufy 
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chattering about the Lofs of poor Gatfyy and their 
Fears left Ihe might not have a fafe Journey. They 
pointed out to me the North Star, and Charleys Wain, 
and many other Stars or Planets whofe Names I for- 
get, and told me I might always know a Star from a 
Planet, becaufe Stars twinkle and Planets do not Pen 
even added that Sirius, the Dog-Star, is fixty Times 
brighter than the Sun, which I*m free to think muft 
have been a prodigious Blunder of hers. Who can 
beheve iti Except indeed, Children, who fwallow 
Incredibilities without any Trouble. 

Arrived at the Gate, we were furprifed at Gatty^s 
coming up to us alone; yet I am certain I had had a 
Glimpfe of two dark Figures following us the Minute 
before. Dire6lly we got in-Doors, all was Buftle. 
Mrs. Bowerbank was fure we muft be perifhing of 
Cold, and infifted on our going to Bed diredlly ; pro- 
mifmg to fend each of US' a Bafm of hot Gruel well 
qualified with Wine, Nutmeg, and Sugar — Caudle, in 
Faa! 

It was no bad Thing to be thus coddled and com- 
forted like Invalids while we felt quite well ; and we 
were foon undreflingas faft as we could. All but Gattyy 
who came up to me when I was about half undreffed, 
to fetch a few Things fhe wanted, and to tell me flie 
was going to fleep with her Mother, This was a Sur- 
prife and Difappointment to me ; I had reckoned on a 
good Gofllp over our Gruel, and on her telling me all 
about Mr. Heavitree as foon as the Candle was put out. 
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However, it feemed that the Thing had been all fettled, 
even before we ilarted, in order that I might not be 
diilurbed by her early Departure the next Morning; 
and her Box had already been carried down, and ihe 
faid flie wanted to fpend her lad Night with her Mother ^ 
fo there was no more to be faid. I noticed, however, 
as Ihe kiffed me, that her Eyelids were red with oying, 
but her Eyes beaming under them very bright I faid, 
" Good Night, but not good-bye; for I am refolved to 
" fee you off in the Morning." She faid, " Oh, you 
" mull not think of it All will be Bullle, and there 
" will be no real Pleafure in feeing each other. I have 
" quite got over my Trouble at going, now, and don't 
** care at all about it" So fhe kiffed me cheerfully, and 
repeated, " Good-Night and good-bye," and ran off! 
I was flill refolved to get up in Time to fee the La(l 
of her; but I fuppofe the Caudle, being fo flrong, 
made me fleep heavier and later than ufual ; for though 
it was yet Dark when I got up, I found on going down 
Stairs that Gatty had been gone a full Hour. None 
of the Family had accompanied her except Joe and 
the Girl of all Work, who carried her Box; but Pen 
told me that jufl as (he was watching Gatty out of 
Sight by the Light of the Lantern, fome one joined 
them. 

When Joe returned, he faid their Companion had 
been young Mr. Heavitree^ who wanted, he fuppofed, 
to be at the Beail-Market betimes, or, fure, he would 
not have been afoot fo early. Joe added that the Snow 
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was tremendous, — ^up to a Man's Knees in many Parts, 
and up to his Shoulders under the Banks. We thought 
he mufl be exaggerating; but, however, the poor Boy 
had certainly been Half his Depth in Snow himfelf, 
though he averred he had not flumbled. He faid it 
was freezing now, and the Roads fo llippery that 
the Horfes flumbled fo at every Step that they were 
obliged to be led — ^he did not believe they would 
make more than two Miles an Hour, and wondered 
when Gatty would reach London, Lucy faid, " Hufli," 
and bade him not frighten i}[i€\x MotheVy who was jufl 
coming in; but yix^Bowerbank had heard it all from 
the Cook-Maid, and looked very grave. It turned out, 
that Mr. Heavitree had made Gatty go infide, and had 
accompanied her the firfl Stage. Jo^s Eyes looked 
very round, and \^ faid, " Oh, I wafn't to tell that; 
" but Women will be blabbing." " Who fold you not 
" to tell, JoeyV fays Lucy, " If I told you that, Mifs 
'' Lucy,'' fays he, " I fhould blab too." So we fat 
down to Breakfaft, for they were glad of the Excufe 
to repair their hurried Meal by keeping me Company. 
After that, we fat to our Needles, and /oey did Sums 
or pretended to do them, and drew Pictures on his 
Slate. Mrs. Bowerbank was a ruminative Woman of 
few Words, the' younger Girls were rather afraid of 
h^, and rather fhy towards me, and we miffed Oatty 
fadly. As for getting out of Doors, we were clofe 
Prifoners, and likely to be for fome Days ; the Wea- 
ther was as bad as could be, and threatened to be 
worfe. 



Chapter XIIL 
A Journey in the Snow. 

I THINK a difmaller Thing can fcarce be cited, than a 
lone difmal House on a difmal lone Moor, in difmal 
inclement Weather, without anything paffing or like 
to pafs on Horse or Foot, without even a Cart-Track 
or a Row of black Foot-prints to the Gate acrofs the 
Snow. In-Doors, fmall Rooms, fomewhat barely fur- 
nifhed, either bitterly cold, or hot^and clofe to that 
Degree as almofl to llifle one. Nobody coming in 
nor going out ; not fo much as a Tradefman's Knock 
with his Knuckles at the Back-door ; no Newfpapers, 
no News, no lively Voices, no Letters to be got from 
the Poll, nor any poflibility of getting a Letter to the 
Pod. Nothing but to depend on one's own Re- 
fources within the Houfe ; happy for the Houfe- 
keeper if no Bread, nor Meat, nor Tea, nor Salt, nor 
Sugar, nor Candles, nor Coals, nor Stores of any Sort 
be a-wanting 1 

I confefs a Day or two of that Life made me 
heartily fick of it ; and yet it continued for nearly a 
Week. I thought what a Goofe I was to leave Home 



A Journey in the Snow, 135 

to come to People I knew fo little of, and who knew 
fo little of me. I refolved within myfelf it fliould be 
long indeed ere I fet out again, " voggetting about," 
as the Wiltjhire People call it Change of' Scene, 
indeed ! with Nothing to look out at but that lonely 
Snow-covered Moor I Nobody to fpeak to but a 
filent Woman, with a couple of unfledged Daughters, 
as mute as Mice, poring over their Bobbin-Work, and 
a Schoolboy that was bidden to hold his Peace ! 
Nothing to do but few, few, few, all Day, and think 
my own melancholy Thoughts, and wifh for a Letter 
from Home, and wonder when I Ihould be able to 
get back 1 No Exercife but to go up to my own 
Room under Pretence of wafliing my Hands, and 
there gaze out vacantly on the Snow, or dip into a 
mufly old Book or two ! Why, there was a hundred 
Times more Variety and Amusement in our Shop, 
any Day, in the worfl of Weathers ! 

As for Mrs. Bowerbank^ fhe was not near so dull, 
though a good deal more worried ; becaufe, though 
fhe brewed and baked at Home, and kept her Store 
Clofet pretty well supplied, there were certain little 
Things that fell fhort during our Siege and Belea- 
guerment, which flie had no Means of fupplying. 
Thus, Butter ran fhort ; and we all know there's no 
Subflitute for that! The Salt-box happened to be 
nearly empty, and Eggs were fcarce. Luckily, there 
was no Lack of Bread, becaufe Flour was plenty, and 
fhe always knew how to keep herfelf fupplied with 



136 The Old Chelfea Bun-Houfe, 

Yeaft, by putting away the wooden Spoon unwaflied, 
with which Ihe had (lirred the Yeast at her last 
Baking. But Butcher's Meat was fcarce, which was 
more felt becaufe we could not have Eggs to our 
Bacon : however, with one Thing and another, we 
got on pretty well She called me the raoft contented 
of Guests ; I told her, truly, I was sorry flie (hould 
treat me as a Stranger, and was quite willing to fare 
with the Rest 

Indeed, the Tabling troubled me leaft. And when 
I confidered how kind they all were to me, a Stranger, 
and how great mud be the Sufferings of the Poor and 
Needy in fuch a Seafon, I felt I was quite wicked to 
be fecretly complaining merely becaufe of the Infef- 
tivity. I played at Tit-tat-to with yi%r, and pofed him 
with hard Riddles, and he in return put to me — " If a 
" Herring and a Half coll three Halfpence, how far 
" is it to Tyburn Turnpike ? " which I told him had 
puzzled me before he was bom ; and then I puzzled 
him by alking, if a Herring and a Half cofl three 
Halfpence, how many could he buy for Sixpence; 
which took him a good While to make out The 
Girls, seeing me condefcend to their younger Brother, 
began to think me lefs formidable, and to make fome 
bafhful Efforts at my Entertainment; and then I 
offered to tell their Fortunes, and fhowed them fome 
fimple Hocus-poculTmg, which prefently fet us all 
laughing ; and I found that the furefl Way of being 
entertained is to entertain. Befides, we got a little 
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Exercife by this ; for fome of the Conjurations led 
to hiding, and feeking, and turning quickly round, 
and playing Forfeits. So that we got on pretty well 
after a Time; only, all the While I was thinking 
when will the Frofl break up, and, Ihall I be able to 
get Home 1 

All this While, we were in Sufpenfe about Gattfs 
Safety, and unable to get any Letter from her ; nor 
did Mrs. Bowerbank^ by a fmgle Word or Hint, 
enable me to guefs whether Gatty had told her of 
Anything particular that Mr. Heavitree had faid to 
her or not My only Reafon for thinking Ihe had, 
was her Mother's fometimes falling into a Reverie as 
Ihe fate by the Fire, with a quiet Smile on her Face, 
as though fhe were a thinking of Somewhat mighty 
pleafant ; and again, by her frequently praiiing Gatty 
to us all, for her Franknefs and fleady Purfuit of Duty* 

At length, the Snow began to yield a little ; and 
as Mrs. Bowerhank was beginning to confider whether 
fhe might not fend Nanny into the Town for Letters 
and other Things much wanted, a Farm-Labourer 
from Roaring Jloufe czxDit trudging through the Snow, 
and faid he had found a Letter lying at the Ppfl- 
Ofiice for Mrs. Bowerbanky and had thought fhe 
might be glad to have it The Man got a Cup of 
warm Beer for his Pains ; and Mrs. Bowerbank^ feeing 
the Diredlion in Gatty s Hand, came into the Parlour 
to read the Letter by the Fire, and communicate the 
befl Part of it to us. 
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Gatty faid (he was much furprifed and very thank- 
ful to find that Mr. Heaviiree was going to fee her 
fafe to the End of the firfl Stage He had infisted on 
her going infide, and faid he would fettle about that 
with Mrs. Bowerbank afterwards ; and the Weather 
was fo dreadful that (he had felt herfelf juflified in 
being perfuaded. They were the only infide Paffen- 
gers, and, with all the Windows up, were not fo very 
cold ; but the Windows were fo covered with Ice that 
it was impoffible to fee through them when Day broke. 
They knew the Horfes were being led, and that they 
were going very flowly, but did not much mind it, 
and judged they mud have travelled feveral Miles, 
when all at once they found the Coach give a great 
Lurch, and roll over on its Side. They were quite 
unable to help themfelves, and very uncomfortable, 
and rather fi*ightened : Mr. Heaviiree did not like 
breaking the Window, for fear of the Shivers falling 
on Gatty^ and of the cold to which they fliould sub- 
fequently be expofed. At length, with very great 
Difficulty, he contrived to open one of the Windows ; 
and the Guard helped him to fcramble out, and lift 
out Gatty, To their great Surprife and Mortification 
they faw jufl oppofite to them a Finger-poll, with 
" Three Miles to Larkfield^^ on it In Fadl, they had 
only jufl reached the Heath, where the Road being 
marked by no Boundaries, was hidden under the 
Snow, and they had flrayed off it and got into a pretty 
deep Ditch, wherein the Coach was fo fafl fet as to 
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be immoveable. Therfe was a Turnpike about a 
hundred Yards off, and the Turnpike Man came 
running out to fee if he could give any Affillance ; 
fo then all the Men, PafTengers and all, fet their 
Shoulders to the Coach to heave it up ; but in forcing 
it up, one of the Fore-Wheels came off Then the 
three Horfes, which had already broken their Traces, 
were fent back to LarMeld with the Poflilion, Guatd, 
and Oilier that had been leading, and the PafTengers 
had no Help for it but to wait till Pofl-Chaifes were 
fent The Turnpike-Man invited them into his Cot- 
tage, which they were very thankful to take Shelter 
in ; there was only one outfide Paffenger, whofe Face 
was purple, almoft black, with Cold ; and he llag- 
gered fo that^ Gatty at firfl thought he had been 
drinking, but it was becaufe he was benumbed and 
dizzy. The Turnpike-Man's Wife received them very 
kindly : flie was ironing, and the Room was very fmall 
and fleamy, but Ihe made them welcome to Hand 
round her Fire,and faid fhe had put off her Walhing 
as long as fhe poffibly could, becaufe there was only 
Snow-water for ufe, now the Pond was frozen. There 
was a Baby crying in its Cradle all the Time, which 
its Mother faid was becaufe of the Cold \ but Gatty 
thought it might be becaufe the Mother had not Time 
to attend to it-; fo fhe took it up, and cherifhed it at 
the Fire, and rubbed its little blue Hands and Feet 
till fhe quieted it Meanwhile, Mr. Heavitree produced 
fome famous hot Gingerbread Nuts, which Mrs. Clary 
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had given him, and the outfide Paffenger pulled out 
a Cafe-bottle of Brandy, and the good Woman gave 
them hot Water, and fuppUed Tumblers and Cups, 
and they had a very feafonable Luncheon. The 
Turnpike-Man faid he had not taken Tolls to the 
Amount of Tenpence during the lafl two Days. His 
Wife, touched by Gattys fondling the Baby, faid with 
a kind of Remorfe, that fhe wiftied (he could be fure 
all was well with a young Woman carrying an Infant, 
who had, with Tears in her Eyes, begged the Day 
before, to chafe its poor little Limbs at the Fire 
for a few Minutes before Ihe croffed the Moor. 
"There was Something wild and unfettled in her 
" Look," faid the good Woman, " that I did not like, 
" and I alked her, * Why crofs the Moor at all ! " ihe 
" faid, fhe muft, for her only Chance of Shelter ; I 
** afked whence (he came, but fhe would not fay. So 
" the only Thing was to make her as comfortable as 
" I could while fhe remained — ^there was fome good 
" flrong Peafe Soup on the Fire, and I gave her a 
" Bafm 0/ it, and a Slice of Bread. I never faw a 
" poor Soul fo grateful ; fhe faid it warmed her to 
"the Heart I alfo made her take off her wet 
" Stockings, which were fine but very old, and put on 
" an old Pair of thick Woollen ones I had given up 
" wearing ; and I buttoned a Pair of old Gaiters over 
"alL So then fhe fuckled the Babe and went her 
"Ways, pra3dng God to blefs me; and I watched 
" her flraggling acrofs the Moor, and now and then 
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" plunging into a Snow-Drift My Heart ached for 
" her, it did 1 — ^and I couldn't help thinking, in the 
" Night, that when the Thaw came, we might find her 
" poor Corpfe under the Snow." 

It was noon, Gatty faid, when one Poll-Chaife 
made its Appearance ; fo into this (he and Mr. Heavu 
tree and the other Paffenger were packed, and her 
Box tied on behind; and they recommenced their 
Journey, Mr. HeavUree fitting between the two. Thei» 
Pace was mended, and they were congratulatiug them- 
felves on their Speed, when, by Reafon of the round- 
nefs of the Road, over went the Chaife* However, 
they foon righted again, the Chaife being fo much 
lighter than the Coach; and they did not overturn 
again till jufl as they got to Newton Buzzard; which 
was the firfl Stage, of fourteen Miles, from Larkfield. 
However, the Day was now fo far fpent, it being 
about three o'Clock, at which Hour even the Stage- 
Coach alwa)rs pulls up for the Night during Winter, 
that Mr. Heavitree faid it would be Madnefs to pro- 
ceed, expecially as the following Stage .included 
Splitjkull HUL He had an Aunt in the Town, at 
whofe Houfe he always flept when he attended the 
Markets; fo he went to her while Gatty remained 
at the Inn, to fifh for an Invitation. And the Invita- 
tion was not long forthcoming, fo he came back 
almofl dire<5lly, and told Gatty his Aunt would take 
no Denial ; fo they went there and had a very 
hofpitable reception from the old Lady, who gave 
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them a hot Supper and well-aired Beds. The next 
Day, the Coach being reported Hill immoveable and 
very ruinous, they went on as before in a Chaife, 
and, the Roads being more beaten, got on much 
fafler and without any more Impediment, till they 
fafely reached London^ where kind Mr. Heavitree took 
leave of Gatty at Lady Bettys Door. 

But, now, — oh ! what News. Gatty on entering 
4he Houfe and being fairly Ihut into it, learned to her 
Difmay that Lady Betty had not fummoned her up in 
one of her Capricchios, but was laid up with the 
Small-Pox, which had caufed Madam Pompon and 
feveral other Servants to defert her, and had occa- 
fioned her fending fo peremptorily and laconically for 
Gatty. 

Mrs. Bowerbank^ when Ihe got to this, laid down 
the Letter and began to cry. She faid flie knew 
Gatty would take Infection and die, or elfe be 
marked for life ; what a cruel Thing it was of Lady 
Betty to fend for her, efpecially as her Ladyjhip had 
been fo afraid of catching the Fever from Gatty, I 
thought fo too, and quite felt for the poor Mother. 
She faid that fhe would go and take Gatty away di- 
redlly, without minding what Lady Betty might think, 
were it not now too late to fave her from Dahger ; 
befides, how could (he bring her Home to her other 
Children, who had never had the Difeafe % 

Then fhe went on to finilh the Letter, crying over 
it all the While; and Gatty proceeded to fay,- that 
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finding what was required of her, fhe recommended 
herfelf to God, and, having laid afide her travelling 
Drefs and taken fome flight Refrefliment, flie went 
llraight up to my Ladfs Chamber, where fhe found 
Lady Betty in Bed, in very high Fever, attended only 
by one of the inferior Servants, quite a low Perfon, 
who had had the Diforder, therefore had Nothing to 
fear. That Lady Betty, being blinded, did not at firfl 
recognise her ; but, catching the Sound of her Voice, 
cried peremptorily, "Is that Gatty, at lafl? Then 
" fend Jenny away. You are not to leave the Room 
"again, Gatty, but make them bring Everything to 
"you." Since which, Gatty had remained at her Bed- 
fide, where flie was now writing, while my Lady lay 
in a kind of Stupor, brought on perhaps by her quiet- 
ing Medicine ; fince the Irritation was fo great, fhe 
could not keep her Hands off herfelf, much lefs fleep. 
Indeed, once fhe had bidden Gatty tie her Hands up, 
that fhe might not disfigure herfelf in her Torment ; 
yet fhe had foon been unable to keep from fighting 
at herfelf again, and when Gatty had gently tried to 
flay her, had fiercely cried, " Is n't my Face my own, 
"to do with as I like]" 

Oh poor Lady Betty I She that was fo vain of her 
Beauty ! and carried her Head fo high ! to be laid 
thus low, and maflered by inexorable Difeafe ! 
deferted by her pampered Menials that had flattered 
her in Health, and beholden for the commonefl 
Attentions, firfl to a p»or Scullion, and now to one 
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whom fhe had inhumanely negledled in her own 
Extremity ! Was it not a Leflbn to poor, purfe-proud, 
pufFed-up Humanity? And was not Gaity like an 
Angel, returning Good for Evil % I lay awake think- 
ing of it at Night, for many an Hour. 




Chapter XIV. 



The RecalL 



That fame Evening, at Dulk, as we fat round the Fire, 
roalling Chellnuts and Raifms, in comes young Mr. 
Heavitree, buttoned to the Chin ; and his Eyes and 
Cheeks in fuch a Glow with Exercife that I could not 
help thinking to myfelf, " What a nice-looking young 
"Man you are!" He (hook Hands very heartily all 
round, firfl with Mrs. Bowerbanky next with me; and, 
addreffmg me firfl, " Mrs. Patty ^^ fays he, " I come to 
" repair and excufe the Negligence of my llupid Fel- 
" low, who forgot he had taken up at the Pod-office 
" two Letters for this Houfe, and brought one ad- 
" dreffed to you on to Roaring Houfe" 

I eagerly received it; and feeing Pruis Hand, haf- 
tily broke the Seal. At the fame Inflant, Mrs. Bower- 
hanky in a lamentable Voice, fays, " Oh, Mr. Heavi- 
" tree/ only think of our Gatty taking the Small-Pox !" 

He tiuTied fo deadly white, that I faw in a Moment 
how it was with him, and haftily cried, " Lady Betty, 
" you mean, Ma'am, not Gatty f* 

" But Gatty has no doubt taken it by this Time," 
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fays her Mother^ "fince (he is conflantly with Lady 
« Betty r 

Seeing Mr. HeavUree look much agitated, and fup- 
poilng he might like to be alone with Mrs. Bowerbanky 
I rofe and left the Room, to read my Letter upflairs, 
thinking Ihe might fend the Girls away if (he wi(hed. 
On running through Prudences Letter, I was quite 
difappointed to find it contain fo little, whether of 
News or Affedlion. Mr. Fenvjick and Tom^ (he never 
fo much as named ; my Mother y (he faid, was pretty 
well, my Father the fame as ufual; there were fundry 
little Details about our Bufinefs, but not a Word I 
cared to hear ; ending with the fame comfortlefs Bur- 
then, " We can get on perfedlly well without you." I 
was fo tired of the Country, that I had hoped there 
would have been fome Wi(h expreffed for my Com- 
pany, which would have been a decent Pretext for my 
RetiuTi; but no! Nothing of the Sort! I remained 
niufmg over my Letter with great Mortification till I got 
quite numbed with Cold, and was roufed by hearing 
the Gate (hut I faw Mr. Heavitree going away; and 
when I went down, Mrs. Bowerbank was not in the 
Room, and the Girls and their Brother were dill roaft- 
ing their Chednuts. 

The next Day was much like the preceding, except 
that a rapid Thaw fet in. On the Day following that, 
a Pod was due, and Joe was fent through Mud and 
Mire to fee if there were any Letter from Gatty. 
There was not; but there was one for me; that made 
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me think I would never wantonly defire a Pretext for 
a Recall again. It was from Prudence; but oh, in how 
different a Spirit from the other ! She wrote in thp ut- 
moll Hurry and Diflrefs to tell me that my FcUher had 
fallen down Stairs and broken his Leg, and had like- 
wife injured his Head fo much, that Dr. Elwes thought 
there was a Concuffion of the Brain. My dear Mother 
and Prue were inceffantly in Attendance on him, and 
confidered him in great Danger; they hoped I would 
return as foon as I poffibly could. v 

With my eyes full of Tears, I went to communicate 
my bad News to Mrs. Bowerbank, who was vallly dif- 
treffed for me, and would fay Nothing to delay my 
Journey, efpecially now that the Thaw rendered the 
Roads much fafer. So I packed up at once, and, the 
next Morning, left them all with many Thanks for 
their Kindnefs. Joe, who had become quite my little 
Cavalier, accompanied me to the Comer, where we 
met the Coach, carrying for me a Bafket of the large 
Cafs-head Apples that fame call " Go-no-farther." I 
was the only Paffenger, and was two Days on the Road 
inflead of one; but performed the Journey in perfe<5l 
Safety. 

It was quite dark when I reached Home« Prudence, 
hearing my Voice, flew down Stairs and threw her 
Anns roimd my Neck all .in Tears, I wept too, and 
never was there a more fillerly Meeting. She told me 
my dear Father was flill very bad; and though my 
pother kept up wonderfully, flie was exerting herfelf 
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fo much for him that (he would probably experience 
a dangerous Re-adlion. " But what can I do 1 " fajrs 
Prue weeping, " Tve hovered about him continually 
" and done my very bell; but whenever he's himfelf, 
" he doesn't like my Niufmg, and fays, * There, let 
" me have your Mother till Patty comes back !* " And 
(he cried bitterly. 

I faid, " Dear Prue^ People when they are ill will 
" take imaccountable Fancies; and we have a divided 
" Duty, between the Sick-Room and the Shop. Let 
" us each take that which fuits us beft; do you attend 
" to the Bufmefs, which you underfland fo well, and I 
" will help my Mother to nurfe my Father^ 

She faid, dill crying, "I fuppofe that will be bed; 
** but I love him as well as you do, and you mull let 
" me take my Turn now and then, or my Heart will 
" break." 

I faid, "I will, I will;" and all this While I was 
taking off my Wraps, and making ready to go up 
Stairs ; but Prudence would make me take a Difh of 
Tea (ird, which was ready poured out, faying, that 
when I was once up-Stairs I Ihould be clofe Prifoner, 
and my Father could not bear fo much as the Click 
of a Spoon. She added, " Dr. Elwes is not afraid of 
" the Brain now; but my Father is of fuch an inflam- 
** matory Habit that his Fever runs very high, and he is 
" not always himfelf." 

"And Mr. FenwickV faid I. "Is not he truly 
" concerned about it 1" , 
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" Mr. FenwickV^ cries (he, "Why, Mr. Fenwick is 
" not here now!" 

" Not here now?" I exclaimed. 

" Oh no, he returned to his Parifti the Day before 
" Father's Accident, thinking himfelf well enough to 
" do Duty now, and we have not heard of him fmce." 

I was llruck dimib. I looked full at Prudence^ who 
fpoke and carried herfelf quite compofedly. Seeing 
me look fo hard at her, however, fhe blufhed all over; 
Cheek, Neck, and Brow, one hot Flulh; and flarted 
up to bufy herfelf about fome Trifle. 

I felt a Pang, but it was for her, not myfelf. Poor 
Prue found herfelf deferted ! All my old Love for her 
refumed its Strength; but there was no Time now for 
Pity or Complaint — I rofe up, faying, " Well, I will go 
" up-Stairs now; keep yourfelf up, deax Prtie; there's 
" no knowing how much your Strength may be 
** wanted." 

" There is not, indeed," faid (he, burfting into Tears 
afre(h. I could not (land this — I faid, " Come, Prue, 
" come, . . ." and put my Arm about her, and (he laid 
her Head on my Shoulder. I was obliged to gulp 
down my own Tears, but I faid gently, " This will 
" never do — ^we muft not give way — Only think how 
" much more poor Father, and dear Mother too, have 
" to bear than we have. You mud give over Cr3dng, 
** for indeed I cannot go up till you do." 

" You may go now," fa)rs (he, wiping her Eyes and 
fmiUng up at me, " for (Irange as it may feem to you, 
" I*m the better for this Cry. Go up now, go foftly; 
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" and fend dear Mother down to me prefently, if yon 
" can, for Ihe needs Reft and Refrelhment" 

I faid, "I will," and went up. My Father was 
dozing when I entered — ^my Mother fitting befide him, 
with her Hands clafped on her Knee. As foon as (he 
faw me, Ihe mutely held out her Arms without rifmg; 
and the next Inftant I was folded to her Heart We 
fpoke a little in Whifpers; and for a While I thought 
not nor defu-ed to perfuade her to go. At length I 
did; and Ihe, after a little Refiftance, yielded; for flie 
was very much exhaufted. I quietly took her Place, 
and remained in it a long While, inadlive in Body, 
but with a Mind how bufy I 

Home at laft I and to a Scene how changed ! Every- 
thing as ftill and quiet as on Larkfield Moor ! He that 
had been the Life of many a noify convivial Party, 
laid low — ^perhaps rapidly draj^ing nigh an unknown 
World. My Mother y roufed from her incapable State 
by ftrong Aflfe<flion ; Prue loving me again, and in 
Tears — Mr. Fenwick gone ! 

What a Dream this World feems fometimes ! Be- 
fides, my Head was mazed with my Journey, and I 
was ftiff with fo much Jolting and the Clofenefs and 
Warmth of the Chamber after the biting Cold of the 
outer Air made me feel drowfy. But I would not 
yield to it 

A Coffin flew out of the Fire. I was thankful not 
to be fuperftitious. But yet I'd as lief it had been a 
Purfe. 

I thought of Gattys lone Watch; and how much 
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harder her Foil was than mine. I was not incurring 
perfonal Danger in the Service of an imperious, un- 
feeling Patient; I was not feparated from a Mother 
and Sifter whom I loved ; I was watching over fome 
one very dear to me. Thinking of her and of my 
Father and Mother^ I framed my Thoughts to Prayer. 
Suddenly my Father^ without opening his Eyes, mur- 
mured, ^^ Delia! give me your Hand! . . Voox Delia^ 
I have been very imtoward to thee — ^" 

Silently, I placed my Hand in his. Cordelia was 
my Mother's Name, but he was accuftomed to call her 
Delia for fhort; or rather, had been accuftomed, in 
their old Days of Love and Harmony. I took it for 
a good Sign, his calling her fo again; it ftiowed that 
his lUnefs and her Tendemefs had melted him. I 
always liked his Abbreviation of her Name, myfelf, 
though Frui thought it only fit for a China Shepher- 
defs. 

" Who have I got hold of 1" fays he. •* This ifn't 
** Delia's Hand !— Ah, I fee the Shadow of Pattys 
^ Nofe againft the Bed-curtain. Welcome, Child ! 
" come kifs thy poor old Dad'' 

Daddy, again, was a Word he never ufed but lov- 
ingly. I ftooped over him and killed him two or 
• three Times; then fet him completely to rights, for 
his Head had flipped off the Pillow, and he was lying 
very uncomfortably, without the power to right himfelf, 

" You're a prime one !" lays he. " Thy dear Mother 
** has no Strength to handle me, though the Will's ne'er 
** a wanting; and I can't bear her to move me for fear 
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" of her doing herfelf a Hurt As for Prue^ ihe does 
" nought but fit by the Fire and figh 1 But thou'rt able 
" and willing both, Patty; fo keep about me all you 



" can." 



I promifed him I would, and he foon became again 
quiet Prudence prefently flole in ; and in dumb (how 
bade me go down to fup with my Mother, As my 
Father feemed fleeping, I did fo, and had a long 
Talk with dear Mother; after which, I prevailed with 
her to fleep with Prue^ and let me keep Watch, affur- 
ing her I was quite frelh. She confented at length, 
from fheer Incapacity to hold out any longer; and, 
after a good Meal, I went up and took my Sifter's 
Place. Shortly, the Houfe became perfectly filent, 
and the diftant Clocks ftruck Twelve. 

I fat by the Fire, mufmg on many Things and Per- 
fons, and a good deal of Mr. Fenwick; and, before I 
was aware, large Tears were quietly rolling down my 
Face. I was not pleafed with my late Conduct of my 
own Mind, and refolved on more Self-control and 
Self-difcipline. While framing thefe feafonable Re- 
folutions, a Strain of low, fweet, solemn Mufic ftole 
through the Air. The Chriftmas Waits were plajang 
beneath fome diftant Window, and at the End of 
their foft Melody, I could make out by the Rhythm, 
though not by the Articulation, the poor Muficians 
oying out, 

" The Chelfea Waits make hold to call^ 

** Good-morrow toyou^ Majlers and Mi/lreJJes aW^ 
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I dreaded their waking my Father as they drew 
nearer, but there was no Help for it I relied my 
Head againfl the high Back of the Nurfmg-chair, in a 
Kind of dreamy, lazy Luxury, liflening to the lovely 
Sounds ; and called to Mind the old Text, " Ye (hall 
have a Song in the Night; as when fome holy So^ 
lemnity is kept" 

Ah, thought I, we are apt to fancy ourfelves in the 
Blacknefs of Darknefs, when any Sorrow or Bereave- 
ment comes over us, and yet our good God fends us 
a Song in the Night! — ^The poor Shepherds in the 
Fields of Bethlehem lay watching their Flocks by 
Night, when all feemed dark and dreary, but fuddenly 
a Light Ihone upon them, and they heard fweet Mufic 
in the Air, even fweeter than that which I hear now. 

Then I thought of the Manger, and the holy Child, 
and the Mother; and the wife Men following the Star. 
The Folds of the Window-curtains were a little apart, 
and I could fee the Stars gUmmering. 

All at once, my Father, in a hurried Voice, exclaims, 
" The/re moving now!" 

« What, dear Father V faid I foftly, looking in on 
him. 

" Cover them up ! cover them up !" cries he rapidly; 
" tie their Legs, or the/11 fet my Head fpinning — Hey, 
" diddle diddle! the Cat plays the Fiddle; and the 
" Shepherdefs is gavotting with the Tumfpit ! Lock 
•* 'em up, I fay! Dafli them in Pieces I Break them!" 

" Hulh, dear Father, hufti — ^" faid I gently; but he 
was quite unconfcious of my Prefence, or of anything 
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about him, and grew more and more light-headed. 
Had I not previoufly nurfed Gatty in her Deliration, 
I ihould have been even more terrified than I was : 
at all Events, it was awful Work; it was more fearful 
to hear a flrong Man raving than the limatic Ramblings 
of a gentle Girl. But what Help was there for it? I 
mud e*en do the bed I could. He toffed his Arms 
about wildly; and once or twice made as though he 
would flart up ; but the Splint on his Leg prevented 
that Then he groaned heavily, gnalhed his Teeth, 
called for Drink, rolled his Eyes, Ihuddered, and 
finally fubfided into fitful Mutterings. Gradually thefe 
yielded to Stupor; I looked in on him from Time to 
Time, hoping to find him afleep, but there were his 
half-open, unwinking Eyes, glaring at me, without, any 
Token of Recognition. I do not know that my 
Strength was ever more forely tried. 

Towards Day-dawn he flumbered. I am afhamed 
to fay, I dropped afleep too ; it was not for long, I 
believe, yet when I woke up, the Fire was nearly out ; 
and Prtu^ in her Drefling- Jacket, was on her Knees 
before it, Healthily reviving it She put her finger on 
her Lips, then came to me and kifled me. The fnap- 
ping of a very fmall Stick woke my refllefs Father^ 
who, no longer in his Fever-fit, and exceflive low 
and finking, cries in a feeble Voice, "Who's there? 
"/V«^, I know, by her Sighing! Go, get me fome 
'* fpiced Wine and Toad, for I'm ebbing away as fafl 
"as I can." 
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"He always talks like that, when he comes to," 
whispers Pruey feeing me look frightened. " We dare 
"not give him Wine, but Tea and Toad he Ihallhave. 
" I will bring it him diredlly ; and then you Ihall go 
" down and have fome too, while I flay with him, for 
"you look completely worn out" 

In fadl, I felt fo jufl then; and though quite 
afhamed to be knocked up with one Night's Nurfmg; 
yet my two Days' Journey began to tell upon me, and 
I felt that to hufband my Strength for what probably 
lay before me I mufl take common Precautions. 
Therefore, when Prue brought up my Father's Break- 
fafl, I went down to mine. 





Chapter XV. 
Mr, Honey wood* s Fancies, 

Though the Sun had not yet rifen, I found a bright 
little Fire already kindled in the Parlour, and the 
little oval Table drawn clofe to it, and fpread for 
Breakfafl, with ftrong Tea and hot Toaft awaiting 
me on the Hob. I felt very grateful to Prudence for 
this Kindnefs ; and had fcarce feated myfelf when I 
heard the foft Tap of my Mother's Ivory-headed 
Walking-cane as fhe came down Stairs. I hallened 
to receive her; Ihe kiffed my Forehead, and then 
looked at me with anxious Aflfedlion. 

"You are weary, my dear Love," faid flie, "and 
" no wonder. What kind of a Night V 
" He was feverilh, dear Mother,'' 
** And wandering, doubtlefs — I fee it was fo. Were 
" you frightened V 

" Not much — ^you know I had nursed Gatty^ 
" Ah, poor Gatty 1 — a very different Patient — " 
" Yes, Mother; but his Ramblings gave me no dif- 
" trefs, except as they betokened the height of his Fever. 
— He fancied himfelf playing Cards : — ^and feemed to 
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" think People were dancing. He fpoke very kindly 
" of you." 

My Mother wiped her Eyes. " That has been the 
"folitary Alleviation all along," faid flie. "His old 
Liking for me has returned" 

After we had breakfalled, Ihe accompanied me to 
his Chamber : " Ah, you're come at lafl," faid my Fa- 
ther^ feebly extending his Hand to her, " I was weary- 
ing of Pruis sighs." 

" Dear Father^ I haven't been fighing," faid Pru- 
dence^ hallily. 

" Oh, haven't you though, Mrs. PrueV — She put 
her Hand before her Eyes, and filently quitted the 
Room. 

" My Love, how are youl" fays my Mother to him. 

" I've had fine Company all Night, Mrs. Honey wood, 
" I've been to the queerefl Ball! — ^Ah, you think I'm 
" wandering, but I'm not — ^my head is as clear as yours. 
« At twelve o' Clock at Night, a Flourifli of Tin Trum- 
" pets announced the Commencement of the Enter- 
" tainment" 

My Mother looked at me in Diftrefs. 

"An old Jofs in the Comer," continues he, "played 
" the Hautboy. A Mandarin kept Time, nodding his 
" Head. Then down came the Five Senfes — ^you 
" think I've loft mine, but I haven't ! — ^followed by the 
" Shepherds and Shepherdeffes, all in Chelfea China, 
" and took their refpective Places. A kow of Dref- 
" don Cups were the Byftanders, backed by fome richly 
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^ painted Plates againfl the Wall Bang ! went the 
^ Drum. The Ball immediately opened, and I knew 
^ not which Dancer moft to admire. Such fmking ! 
" fuch rifmg! fuch eafy Turns and Inflections ; fuch 
^ pointing of Toes and prefenting of Hands! Meaor 
" time, the Mufic plays falter and fafter; the Jofs 
'^ blows himfelf out of Breath, the Mandarin niddle- 
^ noddles, till it makes one's Head fpin to look at 
'^ him. Down falls a Dragon and gets oracked; the 
" others fall and fprawl over him ; never mind, he's 
'^ up again, and they're at it harder than ever. Hands 
" acrofs, down the Middle, turn the Comers and pou- 
^' fette! My Head is too weak to bear it; a fmall 
" Cream-Ewer invites me into the Card-room. Grate- 
" fully I accept it, when one of the Senfes aflails me, 
^ infisting I fhall dance a Minuet de la Caur, I put 
" her afide, fhe returns, I burfl from h», (he purfues 
" I hurry into the Card-room, where four refpedlable 
" Chinefe are playing at Loo. They make Room for 
" me, I fit down, we get on very comfortably together^ 
" when lo you ! in burfl the Five Senfes again, calling 
'' me a Recreant, and I know not what all, plucking 
" at me, nipping, pinching, grinning in my Face; the 
" Mufic playing furioufly all the While^— They ciy out 
" the Prices at which I bought them ; one of them 
" names the wrong Sum. I exclaim, * That's falfel* 
^ and give her a Cuff that breaks her all to fmafh. 
" 'Going, going, going, gone!* cries the Audlioneer 
'' in the Comer. Down goes his Hammer: the Ball 
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** is ended. Why, Mrs, Honeywood^ Ma'am, you're 
" crying!" 

Jufl then, Dr. Elwes very opportunely came in, with 
his grave, kind Face. The Sound of his Voice feemed 
to re-colledl my Father's fcattered Faculties; he did 
not appear half fo bad as he had done before; never- 
thelefs, I could fee the good Phyfician thought un- 
favourably of him. In Ihort, for feveral Days he hung 
between Life and Death ; after that, he wandered no 
more, and ilowly amended; requiring inceflant and 
vigilant Nurfmg. 

It was one Day, when Frue and my Mother had 
iniifled on my going down Stairs for a little Change^ 
that^ on entering the Parlour, I fuddenly came on 
Mr. Fenwick, "Ah!" — ^faid he, and held out his 
Hand Overcome by the Surprife, I turned afide my 
Head, and biu*ll into Tears. The next moment his 
Arm was round my Waifl; and as quickly withdrawn. 

« Dear Fatty T faid he. 

I drew back, and would have left the S^oom, but 
he gently detained me, and led me to a Chair next 
the Fire. 

** I was quite unprepared to hear of this domestic 
^ Calamity," faid he, " and have been greatly moved 
" by it Your good Mother has been telling me how 
" admirably you behaved. She wept about it, and 
** faid never was fuch a Daughter." 

This fet my Tears flowing again — I faid there was 
Nothing out of the Common in a Daughter's tending 
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of a Parent fhe loved He did not dwell on it ; but 
went on to talk as only a good, feeling, and faithful 
Minister, a holy, high-minded, heavenly fpirited Ser- 
vant of God can talk. I know not how long this de- 
lightful Converfation lafled; perhaps an Hour; and 
when he went away, he faid he would foon come 
again. From that Moment I was a new Creature : 
quite frefh, quite able to return anew to my Pod. My 
Heart was full of Peace. If the Body fometimes 
bears down the Mind, the Mind fometimes won- 
droufly fustains the Body. 

This was, however, a joylefs Christmas to us all. 
Not one of the Family was able to leave the Houfe 
to go to Church ; and though roafl Beef and Plum- 
pudding were dreffed, they were fparingly and fadly 
partaken of. My loved Mother forgot not^ however, 
to fend Portions to fundry poor Widows and Mothers 
who were habituated to come to us for our flale 
Paflry, Broken-meat, and Cinders. 

When my Father began to recover a little, he be- 
came curious to hear me talk about my Vifit to Lark- 
field; and he made me minutely defcribe Gatty^s Family, 
and the Family at Roaring Houfe, In a very little 
While he fettled it to his own Satisfaction that Gatty 
would fome day be Mrs. Heavitree, But when he 
heard of her being recalled to Servitude by Lady 
Bettyy of her perilous, protradled Journey, and of her 
finding my Lady in the Small-pox, he became greatly 
perturbed. " What," fays he, " have not one of you 
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** had fo much Humanity nor even fo much Curiofity, 
'* (a Quality, one would think, not often lacking in 
^ your Sex,) as to afcertain whether this poor Girl fmk 
**orfwimr' 

** Dear Father , we have been fo bufied about you . . ." 

" Fiddleflicks* Ends ! I have never had more than 
" one of you about me at a Time; and has everything 
" elfe been at a Stand-ftill? Have your Shop-lhutters 
" been put up, have your Cuflomers been kept out, 
" have you intermitted your Baking and your Milking] 
^ Pfliaw! I*m naufeated with fuch a falfe Excufe. If 
** you couldn't go, you might write; if you could not 
" write, you might fend; if you could not fpare one of 
^ the Men, you might have fent a Boy for Twopence. 
" Let me hear by To-morrow Morning, I infifl upon't, 
" whether Mrs. Gatty be alive or dead." 

He was quite in a Turmoil about it^ and for my 
Part, I was glad enough to be commifTioned to fend ; 
and as Peter knew the Houfe, I contrived he (hould 
go that fame Afternoon, and afk for Mr. James^ and 
inquire how fared Mrs. Gatty 2LnA Laidy^etty — ^bidding 
him be fure he put Lady Bettys Name firfl, or they 
would think we knew no Manners. ' ^ 

So he went and brought back Word, with Mr. Jamei 
Services, that my Lady was flill very ill, and ftill kept 
her Chamber, and fo did Mrs. Gatty, 

I faid, " Did he mean Mrs. Gatty was confined to 
" her own Chamber or to my Lad^s ? for that makes 
" all the Diflference." 

M 
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Peter fays, "Well, Ma^am, I underilood him to 
" mean fhe kept my Ladys Chamber ; but I gave you 
" the very Words he faid." 

So I gave them jufl the fame, to my Father, 

"Blockhead! Dunderhead!'' exclaimed he impa- 
tiently. " Well, if (he's in her Chamber, Ihe's not in 
" the Churchyard at any Rate — ^And I (hall foon be 
" able to fpare you, Pattys to go and fee how fhe 
" really is." 

That Night Prudence and I (lept together^ for the 
fird Time dnce my Return Home. Before that, I had 
lain in the litde Clofet clofe to my Father's Room, to 
be ydthin Call We undreffed (ilently enough, and I 
noticed again the great Depredion (he had betrayed 
ever fince my Return ; but yet I was as quiet as (he. 

When the Candle was put out, (he crept clofer to 
me; and though (he was quiet for a While, I had an 
Impre(rion (he was going to fay Something. At length, 
" Patiy,'^ fays (he, — and I could perceive her Voice 
was unfteady, " did you ever know what a Burthen it 
" was to have Something on your Mind that you 
" longed yet feared to telH" 

" Well," faid I, " I can form fome Notion of the 
" Pain it muft give." 

" I have that Pain," fays (he, and fell a crying. 

I faid, " Come, Prue, tell me what it is. We didn't 
** ufe to have any Secrets from one another." 

" Nor needed to have," fays (he in her Tears — ** All 
" thaf s altered now." 
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<* Why fhould it be % " faid L She made no Anfwer. 

« Come, what is W I faid. 

" Don't you remember faying to me, * How fine we 
** *are!' a Day or two back,'' fsiys Frue^ "when you 
" noted a Ruby Ring on my Finger?" 

" A Mock Ruby, you mean ! It's a Glafs Ring, if ever 
^ there was one ! I told you, if I wore Jewels at all, 
" they fhould be real" 

" Yes, and I faid Nothing, and I dare fay you 
" thought I was fulky, but I wafn't People often 
" make great Miflakes in judging others. Well, that 
" Ring was given me by TomJ* 

" It wouldn't ruin him then," faid I laughing. 
" Unlefs indeed, poor Fellow, as is like enough, 'twas 
" palmed upon him for a real Stone. Well, Frue, is 
" this what all the Sighing has been about? You 
" needn't break your Heart, I think, at having accepted 
« it of him." 

" Don't laugh, or you'll kill me," fays Frudence 
" it's no laughing Matter, I can tell you. It don't 
" matter whether the Stone be real or falfe; but in 
" fa6l, it's a Wedding ... no, a Guard-Ring." 

" A whaiV cried I. " Do fay it over again!" Bu^; 
fhe was crying paffionately. 

"What's this about Wedding and Guard-Rings, 
" Frue ? Do you mean to fay you are married V^ 

" Oh Fatty/ don't fpeak fo unkindly^ — I can't bear 
« it" 

" I don't mean to be imkind,'* — ^and I kiffed hen 
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" But you rack me with Sufpenfe. Do fpeak out ! 
" Are you, can you be married to Tom /" 

" Whether or no, I'm engaged to him quite as irre- 
" vocably, I affure you, Paityy 

" You amaze and dillrefs me beyond Meafure," 
faid I. 

" I knew you would be very angry with me," faid 
(he. 

^ Angry 1 why fhould I be angry 1 There's no 
" Reafon why Tom and you (hould not marry, if you 
" Hke it^ except his Profeffion, and his being unable to 
" keep a Wife. Two ferious Exceptions, I admit" 

** So ferious, Patty ^ that I fear my Father and Mother 
" would never overlook them — Oh ! how angry my 
" Father would be ! I fhould never hear the Lad of it" 

" Well, he wotUd be angry, I dare fay, but it would 
*** not be the firfl Time \ and you generally bear his 
" Rebukes pretty (lurdily. If I were in love with Tom^ 
" I think I could Hand that" 

" Do you indeed, dear Patty t Ah, but you don't 
<* know the Word." 

" What is the Worfl, then?" cried I impatiently— 

" Say in a Word." But (he could not fpeak it 

" I can't make Head nor Tail of it," faid I— « It 

" feems fuch an unaccountable Bufinefs. I thought 

" you cared for Mr. FenwickJ^ 

" Mr. Fenwkk ? Oh, Patty 1 how could you be fuch 
" a Goofe]" 

^ Well, PrtUy I chanced to fee him one Day hold- 
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" ing you by the Hand at his Window, and talking 
** very eamefUy," 

" Why, he was talking about Tam^ and advifmg me 
"nottogotothePlay!" 

** Was that it 1 Dear me!" 

"Yes; and — and — You know, Patty, Tom paid 
** me a good Deal of Attention from the Firfl \ and 
"fomehow I was won by it, there's Something fo 
** fincere and genuine about him. And he 's very divert- 
"ing too, and the Soul of Good-humour — in fhort, I 
** liked him very much ; all the better for his liking 
" me, and telling me fo whenever we went out together. 
"Well, when he went Home with the Monkey, I 
" miffed him fadly ; and as you were very fhort upon 
" me about that Time, I thought you faw how it was 
"and didn't like it; which made me vex a good 
" Deal When he came back, I was very glad ; and 
" when you were gone, he kept (laying on, till it was 
**Time to return to his Ship. The lad Walk we took 
"together, which was when he was on the very 
"Brink of Sailing, out it all came! he made me a 
"downright Offer, and faid you knew all about it, 
"he had fpoken to you at the Old Angel, and you 
" were favourable. Well, this encouraged me, and fo 
"I as good as &id yes, only I told him I knew 
^^ Father and Mother would be hurt at it, on fuch a 
"fhort Courting, and therefore could not tell them of 
" it till he returned from his next Voyage. Tom was 
"quite willing; for what good would it have done 
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"himi only he begged and prayed me to keep 
^^conflant to him, and not be over-perfuadedy while 
"he was away, to have any one eMe; which of 
''courfe I promifed So we walked along together 
" as merry as Birds, though on the Point of parting 
" for two Years, without much noting Anything going 
"on around us, till we were forced to paufe by a 
"Knot of People on the Pavement, feeing a fine 
" Lady get out of a Hackney-Coach. Tom drew me 
" clofer to him ; and at the fame Moment a Man in 
" a black Coat pops his Face under Tonis Hat, and 
**fays, *Will you Hke to be married, Sir!' Tom 
"burfts out laughing with Surprife, and fays, 'Aye, 
" ^ that I fhould, my Lad ! ' and the Man taking him 
" by the Shoulders and giving him a Pufh, we were 
"under a little Gothic Doorway the next Minute. 
" A gay bridal Party coming out, preffed us agsunfl 
" the Wall * Dear Tom; whifpered I fearfully, * what 
" ' Place is this 1 • It's no Church/ ' Not a bit of it,* 
"replies he, fmiling, *but yet here's a Parfon marrying 
" * People, many of them of Quality too ; and though 
"*I don't fuppofe he can tie a very tight Knot, it 
" ' will ferve to keep you engaged to me till I come 
" *back ; and then we'll have a merry Wedding, with 
" * Mr. Fenwick for our Parfon.' And oh, Patty^ he 
" took me fo by Surprize that I was over-perfuaded I ** 
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The Imprudence of Prudence* 

" I NEVER heard tell of fuch a Thing in my life ! " 
cried I, breathleflly. 

"Ah, I knew you'd fay fo," faid Prudence^ lapfmg 
into Tears. " It was fo very filly." 

« Sijly ^ Wicked 1 Such a Mockery ! You don't 
call it a real Marriage, I hope !" 

** Oh dear, no. But if you were in my Place, you 
" wouldn't confider yourfelf at Liberty to marry ano- 
"therr* 

"I can't fancy myfelf in your Place, Prudence! I 
"would not have done fuch a Thing for the World ! 
" Certainly, I could not confider mjrfelf free ! Nor 
" him fecure ! Fleet Marriages, I know, are binding 
"in Law; but there's no Religion in them. Have 
"you got a Certificate 1" 

" Oh yes, a Licenfe, and a Certificate, and a Crown 
" Stamp that cofl a Guinea \ and a Ring — ^" 

" That coft Two-pence ! All of a Piece with the 
" Reft. I never knew fuch a Jumble in all my Life ! 
« Never!" 



1 68 The Old Cheljea Bun-Houfe. 

" It was great Folly—" 

" You know, Prue^ what Mr. Fenwick told us Folly 
" is fynonymous with in Scripture — Sin, *The Foolifli- 
"*nefs of Fools is Folly' — K[te told us that was the 
"fame as 'the Foolifhnefs of Fools is SM'' 

" Oh, Pattyy don't trample upon me, now I'm down. 
" I've vexed enough about it, already. That is, Fve 
" vexed enough about what you, and Mother y and Fa- 
" ther^ would think of it ; for I mufl fay, I'm glad to 
** be fecure of Tom againll he next comes Home — ^" 

" You might have been fecure of him abready ; if 
" his Love was worth Anything, which I can readily 
"believe it to be. You might have trulled him." 

" I might ; and he me. It was only the Folly of a 
" Moment" 

" Ah, Prue^ how often has the Folly of a Moment 
"been the Ruin of a Life ! This Man was a Clergy- 
"man, I fuppofel" 

" Oh yes, no doubt of that He was a Reverend 
" Mr. Sympfofiy of fome College, Catnbridge, and late 
" Chaplain of the Earl of Rothes, So he faid." 

" That's well put in." 

" Well, he looked quite Refpe6lable, and you know 
" there are many Clergy within the Rules. Don't be 
"too fufpicious, Patty'* 

"Why, haven't I good Reafon to be, Prue ? Only 
"it's all too late, now — Oh dear me !" And I groaned 
heavily. 

"Yes, it's all too late now," iaid Prue rapidly, 
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" and I meant no Harm, and ^we mufl make the bed 
" of it, and I feel a great Load off my Mind, now I've 
**toldj^iW— " 

** Why, you've only (hifted it from your own Mind 
"to mine ! I don't feel at all obliged to you !" 

** Well, perhaps poor Mother might lay the fame ; fo 
"we had better not tell her." 

" Oh, Prue, Prue ! how one Sin leads to another ! 
" The Cafe is quite different She has a right to her 
"Child's Confidence." 

" Why,^^ don't tell her Everything, do you ?" 

" What have I ever concealed H" 

"That you care about Mr. Fenwickr 

The Blood rufhed to my Face, though we were in 
the Dark. "That's quite another Matter," faid I. 
" You don't know that I care for him." 

" Oh Patty I how can you fay fo 1" 

" At all Events, he has never fhewn me any decided 
" Preference that would jullify me as a modell young 
" Woman, in letting his Name efcape my Lips. You 
" know. Prudence^ how different the Cafes are. Cer- 
"tainly, if my dear Mother^ who is all Kindnefs and 
" Truth, were to think fit to fpeak to me on that or any 
"fimilar Subje^ I might blufh, I might (hed a Tear, I 
"might feel very imcomfortable, but I Ihould anfwer 
"her with perfect Sincerity." 

"Ah Pattylyovi are very good — ^and I am very bad — ^" 

"Nay, I won't hear you fay that of yourfelf. You 
"have certainly been very, very foolifli." 
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« And * the Fooliihnefs of Fools is Sin.* " Here (he 
again wept 

" Well, Frue^ if it be fo, flill we know what is to be 
** done." 

"What? Oh, tell me!" 

" * I will arife, and go unto my Father^ and will fay 
« < unto him—' " 

** Oh, not to my Father /" 

***To ray Mother, and will fey unto her, Mother^ 
«Ihave . . .*" 

My own Tears here burft forth. I believe they, 
and the few Words of the Text I had cited proved the 
befl Eloquence ; for in an Inftant Prue was clinging 
to me, choking in Tears, and faying, "I will 1 1 will 1" 

Overcome by our Emotions, we faid no more till wt 
flept, I holding her to my Heart, full of Love and Pity, 
though perturbed beyond ExprefTion at her ConduifL 

My Father requiring fo much of our Care, it Was 
feldom that we were all three together ; however, the 
next Day, after he had dined with more Comfoit 
than ufual, he folded his Hands together land £ud, 
"Thank God for my good Dinner I Aad now Til 
^'have a Nap, and you may all go down Stairs till I 
«'pull the Bell." 

Some triiltng Affair prevented my immediately 
joining my Mother and Sifter. When I went into 
the Parlour, I found Prue had jufl fcrewed her 
Courage to the Point of Confeffion. ^Mother^^ fhe 
was faying, " Tve done fb wrong — ^"and began to cry. 
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"What is it, PrueV faid my Mother gently, who 
was blanching Almonds. 

" Say firfl, Mother^ that you'll forgive me — '' 

^ Nay, let me firft hear what I have to forgive. I 
^am not fuch a very miforgiving Perfon, Child, 
"am IT' 

"No indeed, Mother T kiffing her Hand. "But 
" oh! I don't know what you'll fay ! Pm engaged to 
""Tomr 

"I gueffed as much long ago," laid my Mothir 
coolly. 

"You did!" 

" Yes — ^you were very poor Secret-keepers, Prue} 
"clumfy Adepts in Concealment! I gueffed, ever 
"fmce he went, that that Glais Ring was a Love- 
"token." 

Frue blulhed very deeply. "Ah," faid (he, flutter- 
ing, and looking with downcail Fondnefs on the 
flighted Bauble, "it « a Love-token, indeed, Mvthirf 
"and even more than that" 

" What more 1 " faid my Mother quickly. Prudence 
was filent 

"You don't mean. Prudence,*^ with fome Agitation 
in her Tone, "that it's a Wedding Ring ] " 

"What if it were, dear Mother S'' (faltering)— 
" Should you be very angry I " 

" I fhould be angry and hurt— Kieeply hurt ! " 

" Ah — ^" Prue^ who was kneeling belide my Mother ^ 
turned her Head aiide and looked into the Fire, 
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"Speak, Fatty r^ faid my Mother, much perturbed, 
" and tell me if you can. — ^fince your Sifier will not — 
** Has ther^ been a Marriage % " 

•* A Fleet-Marriage, or Something of that Sort," faid 
I, relu6lantly. 

"A Fleet-Marriage 1 " cried my Mother^ holding up 
her Hands, and linking back in her Chair. 

^Mother! Mother! hear me," cries Frue^ calling 
her Arms acrofs my Mother's knees and looking up 
at her. "We parted at the Church-door, — Houfe- 
"door, I mean ; we knew we were only engaged; we 
" did not look on it as a regular Marriage, — only as 
"binding us together a little — ^it was the Thought of a 
" Moment — Tom propofed it firll — ^" 

"I fuppofe fo," faid my Mother, with a Tone of 
infinite Scorn; "but I little thought that a Daughter 
"of mine could be fo perfuaded. Oh Pruey Pruel 
" I never could have believed it of you ! No Won- 
" der you have gone about fighing and hanging your 
" Head — ^it has been your only A61 of Grace." 

Prue, humiliated beyond Expreflion at these Re- 
proaches, was crying filently — " Don't tell my Father^^ 
at length faid Ihe. 

" Certainly I Ihall not," faid my Mother , Hill chafed. 
"I Ihould be quite alhamed of mentioning fuch a 
" difgraceful Tranfa6lion to him — ^worthier of a Wap- 
^ping Sailor than of his Brother's Son — Mate to a 
"refpedlable Merchant VeffeL A Thing only done by 
" the Loweft of the Low—" 
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"And a few of the Highefl of the High," put in I. 

"Who thereby reduce themfelves to an ignominious 
" Level with the Lowefl of the Low," perfifled my 
Mother, "It ought to be put down by A61 of 
" Parliament ! It will fhortly, I underftand from Dr. 
" Elwes, who was fpeaking of the Abufe a little While 
"ago, Uttle thinking that a Culprit flood in his 
" Prefence. I never could have believed it of Tom I 
"never have fuppofed that he could fo abufe a 
" Mother's Confidence, and fail oflf, leaving Diffimu- 
"lation and Difcord behind him — ^he that ufed to 
"fay *he couldn't bear to put People to the leafl 
" * Inconvenience !' " 

At the Recurrence to this old Catch-Word of his, 
Prue and I could neither of us help burfling out 
jaughing. My Mother ^ quite againfl her Will, was 
obliged to laugh too. At this Moment, the Door 
opened ; and who fhould come in but Gatty t 

I fprang towards her, while Prue^ with a brief 
Word in paffmg, took the Opportunity to efcape. 

" Are you not afraid of coming near me 1 " faid 
Gatty fmiling, as I kifTed her. 

"Oh no ! Our Time came long ago ; no Danger 
" of Infedlion here ! But, dear Gatty^ we have been 
*' in fuch Sufpenfe about you 1 Have you not been 
"ill?" 

"No, I have been mercifully preferved — James 
" told me you had fent to inquire how I was getting 
"on; and as Lady Betty is a good deal foftened 
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" towards me juil now, I had not much Difficulty in 
"prevailing with her to let me come out for a few 
"Hours, and I thought I would put your Fears at 
"reft by coming to you," 

Finding (he could flay, we made her remove her 
damp Cloak and Calalh, and take an early Diih of 
Tea with us. We had a long Firefide Chat ; and my 
Mother at length going up to my Father^ who had 
flept long, Gatty became more unreferved with me, 
and I foon drew from her all that had happened. 

It appeared that Mr. Heaintree had propofed to her 
during their Walk from Moaring Houfe; but fhe then 
confidered herfelf engaged for the Time to Y&Ay Betty ^ 
fo as fhe could not in Honour nor Juflice draw back; 
and therefore fhe would not hear of giving up her 
Journey fo Town, though fhe promifed to give Lady 
Betty Notice that fhe fhould leave her Service as foon 
as \i!tr Ladyjhip was fuited. On the following Day, 
when they journeyed together, Mr. Heavitree renewed 
his Suit, and obtained from her that fhe would quit 
Lady Betty at the very earliefl Day fhe decently could; 
after which they talked over their Profpedl of mutual 
Happinefs with great Satisfadlion, till the Coach over- 
turned. When Gatty reached Town and found Lady 
Betty in the Small-Pox, fhe was a good deal aflounded, 
not being quite clear whether fhe were exempt from it 
or not; however, fhe thought her Duty lay plainly 
before her, and embraced it with as good a Grace as 
fhe could. Being her Ladyjhip's fole Attendant, her 
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Foil was arduous; however fhe filled it fo as to fecure 
very thorough Satisfa<5lion, though very little Gratitude \ 
Lady Betty being one of thofe who think Gold can 
requite any Amount of Obligation; at leafl, as far as 
the Lower Orders are concerned. And what Amount 
of Gold, then, had my Lcuty beflowed on the^young 
Creature who, under Providence, had faved her Life 
at the Rifk of her own? An Annuity? A Purfe full 
of Guineas? No fuch Thing! An old Gold Snuflf-Box, 
prefented to her Lcutyjhifs Grandfather by the obfcure 
Members of fome forgotten Corporation ! A Thing of 
no earthly Confideration to her Ladyjhip; though 
Qaity gueffed that if fold by the Ounce, it might fetch 
her feven or perhaps ten Guineas. 

But Lady Betty was in a dreadful Way about her 
Face — ^all marked and feamed; and her fine Com- 
plexion quite gone! And though, GattyisxAy 'twas 
hoped when the Rednefs had gone off, that fhe would 
not look fo bad, yet the Diforder had left an Imprefs 
of Ordinarinefs, of Commonnefs behind it^ as is not 
unfrequent, that went fadly againfl the Stomach of my 
Lady, And when I faid I fhould have thought that a 
Perfonage who fet fuch Store by herfelf, would have 
been bhnded by Self-prepoffeilion, to any falling off, 
Gatty faid 'twas quite the other Way; for her Lady- 
jhip was fo well acquainted with every good Point 
about her, that fhe was Lynx-eyed to the fmallefl De- 
fidence, and more intolerant of it than any indifferent 
Party could be. Whereby it befel that fhe was ready 
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to dafh into Pieces every Looking-glafs in the Houfe, 
and would have them covered up, and would only sit 
in a Chamber artfully darkened, and would not for the 
Prefent let any Man get Sight of her, nor even any of 
her favoiuite female Friends, though fhe was quite 
well enough to receive them, fo much dreaded Ihe 
their fpreading difparaging Reports. She meant to 
go down to fome Watering-place where fhe was 
unknown, and there lead a hermetical Life diredlly 
the Weather was fine enough/ having a Notion that 
the Sea Ah* would take off the Rednefs. Meanwhile, 
(he kept Gatty on hard Duty all Day long, playing 
Picquet and reading Novels; and Gatty faid (he only 
wifhed they were in fome Language fhe did not under- 
fland, for fhe feared fo much trafhy Reading mufl 
impair her Mind in fpite of her Repugnance to it 
And when my Lady had Nothing better to do, fhe 
abufed Gatty for not tying her Hands when fhe was 
worfl at all Hazards, rather than let her tear at her 
Face like as one would hackle Flax; averring it would 
have been better to die than to live fuch a Fright 
However, Gatty faid fhe knew that had not been her 
Ladyjhifs Mind at the Time, and fhe did not confider 
that fhe fhould have been borne out in it She faid 
fhe had now learnt at lafl the Value of Lap-dogs and 
Parrots, for they helped to divert Lady Betty from her 
mortifying Refie<5lions more than Anything elfe. 
And there was this Good gained, that my Lady now 
always made her begin and end the Day with reading 
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Prayers and a Chapter; and though Ihe did not feem 
to attend much, yet Nobody knew but fome good 
Word might make itfelf heard at lafl. 

Having thus relieved her Mind, Gatty was inclined 
to hear of our own Affairs while we were taking Tea. 
She was very forry to hear of my Father's fad Acci- 
dent ; and, learning from Frue that he would be very 
glad to (hake Hands with her if (he did not mind 
going into his fick-Chamber, where he was now pro- 
moted to an eafy Chair by the Fire, Ihe Hepped up to 
him with me, and enlivened him for half-an-Hour with 
her cheerful Talk. Of courfe he rallied her about Mr. 
Heavitree^ — ^that was to be expedled, — ^but ihe took it 
very bravely, and gave him back Quip for Crank ; yet 
all fo modefl and innocent-fpoken, as the Jefl of a 
Girl like Gatty was certain to be. And fomehow, by 
Way of Lady Betty^ fhe got round, quite naturally, to 
Something ferious, about life and Death, Judgment 
and Eternity, that my Father took better of her than 
he would have done from us, and that left us all with 
our Minds in a State of ferious Compofednefs. 
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Chapter XVII. 
Mr, Honeywood's Convalefcence. 

When Frtu and I made up our Books at the Year's 

End, we found to our great Thankfulnefs and Satisfac- 
tion, that in fpite of our having paid many heavy 

Bills of my Father' s^ we were on the right Side the 
Pofl, and had cleared a good Year's Income. And 
this I told my Father in fo many Words, thinking it 
would pleafe him as well as ourfelves. 

"Humph!" faid he, "*In fpite of having paid 
"*many of your Father's heavy Bills.' This carries 
" an ill found with it And the Senfe is worfe. Many 
" a Father grudges paying his thoughtlefs Son's bills : 
"well may induftrious Daughters grudge pajdng the 
" Bills of a thoughtlefs Father—" 

" Dear Father ! I'm fure we don't grudge — ^" 
" Silence, Mrs. Fatty ! If I'm falling into a profit- 
"able and penitent State of Mind, why Ihould you 
" hinder me % Do you want Nobody to be good but 
"yourfelf 1 That's your Pride. I've got my Share of 
'^ Self-Knowledge and Humiliation, I hope, as well as 
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** other People ; and when I fay I've been thoughtlefs, 
" Madam, (fmiting the Table with his Fifl) " I ferioully 
^* mean it!" 

As Mr. Fenwick had jufl been talking with him, I 
attributed this virtuous Self-Indignation to his Influ- 
ence, and only hoped it might lafl. My Father and 
he were now mighty Friends : although we were fo 
far from Shoreditchy Mr. Fenwick flepped over to us at 
lead once a Week, faying he could not forget our At- 
tentions to himfelf during his Illnefs, and confidered 
us as a kind of Out-Parifliioners. On thefe Occafions 
he frequently fpent an Hour alone with my Father, 
and then joined us at the Tea-Table, which was profit- 
able to the one Party and pleafant to the other. 

At Length, it became pradlicable to remove my Fa- 
ther down Stairs. But before this was accompliflied, 
he beckoned to my Mother and faid, " Delia, I prithee 
" cover up or hide away all the China Figures down 
"Stairs before I come into the Chinefe Parlour, or 
"they will bring my Dream to Mind, and fet me 
" fancying I fee 'em all dancing. An)^ing but that ! 
" I loathe the very Thought of them ! — You may fell 
"them if you will — fend them to Dick Harper with 
" my Card, and they'll fetch a pretty Figure at the next 
" Audlion, efpecially if you throw in the Five Senfes. 
" Idle Baggages ! they led me aftray, as they've led 
" many a better Man before me. Happy he who can 
" difembarrafs himfelf from their Extravagancies thus 
"eafily!" 
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My Mother did, in Fadl, get a pretty little Sum for 
them ; and my Father never bought another Piece of 
China nor attended another Audlion from that Day 
to this. But this by the Way. 

We were fitting very comfortably about the Fire, 
congratulating ourfelves upon being thus re-united, — 
and my Father was enjoying a Bafin of ftrong Gravy 
Soup, (for it was a little before Noon,) and wifhing my 
Mother would have a little of it, when all at once 
down fell a Smelling-Bottle from the Chimney-Piece ; 
a Water-Caraflfe on the Table upfet ; Doors banged. 
Bells rang without being pulled, the Walls (hook, and 
the Ground fank and rofe under us like a Ship at Sea. 
We Ihrieked out, and clung to one another ; and I, in 
addition to my Terror, experienced great Naufea, as 
if I were on Shipboard My Father immediately ex- 
claimed, " Heyday 1 there's a Powder-Mill blown up 
at Hounflow ?" 

"God pity the poor Creatures in and about it," 
cries my Mother The next Moment, in rulhes Feter^ 
as white as a Sheet 

"An Earthquake I an Earthquake I" cries he, " Did 
"you feel the Earthquake 1" 

"Earthquake? you Dolt," fays my Father; " 'tis a 
" Powder-Mill blown up at Hounflow^ I tell ye ; and 
" fo you'll find before To-mwrow." 

" Well, Sir," fays Feter, " all the Neighbours fay as 
" I do, and are feared out of their Wits, expe<fling 
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" another Shock prefently, which, for Aught we know, 
** may fwallow us up alive." 

^^ Peter ^ you're an Oaf — a Lubber !" fays my Fatker 
contemptuoufly ; on which Peter retired ; but Prue^ 
who was much frightened, began to cry. 

"What's the ufe of crying. Chit V fays my Father, 
"is that a Cure for an Earthquake 1" 

" No, F^ither, but if s fo very awful — '^ 

" Very awful," faid my Mother, ferioufly. 

" Very awful indeed," faid I. 

" Well, of courfe it would be, if it were an Earth- 
" quake," fays my Father; "but I fay 'twas only a 
"Powder-Mill blowing up fomewhere, and fo you'll 
"fee," 

When the Apothecary who had fet Faihet's Leg 
came in, however, he confirmed the general Opinion 
that there had been a fmart Shock of an Earthquake, 
and added that it had been accompanied by what we 
had not noticed, namely, a loud cradling or crackling 
Noife. Everybody that came into the Shop fpoke 
about it ; and there was a general Uncomfortablenefs 
and Senfe of Infecurity. 

In the Dulk of Evening, Dr. ,Elwes looked in on 
us ; and while he remained, Mr. Fenwick came in. 
Both fpoke of the Earthquake, though my Father 
would not entirely give into it till it was pofitively 
afcertained that no Mill had blown up. Dr. Elwes 
faid that the Shock had been felt on both Sides of the 
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River, as far as Greenwich^ and remarked that the 
natural Phenomena of the lall Month had surely been 
fuch as to awaken the carelefs and folemnize the 
thoughtful Mind. 

" For Inftance," feys he, " the new Year was 
" ufhered in by a very remarkable Appearance in the 
" Heavens, of a dufky red Light that feemed to gather 
** into a Focus fouthward, emitting brilliant Corufca- 
" tions. I was warm in Bed and afleep at the Time, 
'^ but I heard it from thofe who faw it, and it was in 
** the public Prints." 

I here put in that I had feen it ; being on Watch 
over my Father at the Time, who was then in his De- 
liration. I had feen a red Light glowing through the 
white Window-Curtains, and on going to look out, 
perceived fuch a ruddy Glow in the Sky that I had 
furmifed a dreadful, diftant Fire fomewhere. And 
again, a few Weeks after, Prm and I were wakened 
in the Night by fuch an awful Storm of Thunder, 
Lightning, Rain, Sleet, and Hail, accompanied by ter- 
rific Blafts of Wind, as feemed to go nigh to (hake the 
Houfe to Pieces. 

" I flept through it all," faid my Father — " However, 
" Patty does not exaggerate, for the Mifchief done by 
" that Temped at Brijlol was immenfe, and filled the 
*' Inhabitants with Conflemation." 

" I wonder what it all means," faid Prudence^ rue- 
fully. 
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" Means !" repeated my Father, with Contempt. 

" It means that we (hould watch," faid Mr. Fenwick, 
mildly, "fmce our Lord will come at an Hour we 
" know not of. Many poor People in Shoreditch 
" came to me in great Alarm, to alk me if I thought 
" the End of the World was coming. I told them I 
" knew no more than they did, for that of that Hour 
" knoweth no Man ; no, not the Angels in Heaven, 
" but only the Father ; but that what our Saviour 
" had faid to his own Difciples, he had faid unto all — 
«* Watch!'" 

And he went on to fpeak of the Defirablenefs and 
Duty of a continual State of Preparednefs for whatever 
might happen to us from within or without, and the 
Confidence with which Believers might repofe on the 
Care of their heavenly Father, with fuch Feeling and 
Power, that all of us went to Bed that Night in a State 
of chaflened Compofure, widely apart from ungodly 
Indifference or flavifti Fear. There was more Solem- 
nity and Affedlion than ufual in our Parting for the 
Night; fmce we knew not but we might be fwallowed 
up quick like Daihan and Ahiram ere Morning Light, 
though we humbly hoped, in that Cafe, to reopen our 
Eyes in a better World. 

This being our State of Mind, it was with Difgufl 
that I learnt on the following Day, that the recklefs 
Men of Fafhion and Quality who had fupped Over- 
night at Bedford Houfey had gone about the Town on 
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their Way Home, betwixt four and five o'Clock in the 
Morning, knocking at Doors and mifchievoufly fright- 
ening timid harmlefs People, by bawling out, " Pafl 
" four o'clock, and a dreadful Earthquake!"—" The 
" Fool hath faid in his Heart, There is no God !" 

During the Remainder of this Month we went on 
quietly enough, feeing few Perfons except in the Way 
of Bufmefs, which, by Reafon of the Severity of the 
Seafon, was much flacl^er than in fine Weather. My 
Father progrefTed fo flowly that we had our private 
Doubts whether he were not invalided for Life. 
However, from being one of the moil impatient, he 
had now become the moll patient of Men; fo that 
'twas quite a Pleafure ' to nurfe him. His gay Com- 
panions having altogether forfook him in his lUnefs, 
he was now grown totally indifferent to them, and if 
one or other of them dropped in on him, he treated 
them with fo much fardonic Irony that they were 
unlikely to intrude very foon on him again. He 
miffed 'em very little, having now taken a great Fancy 
to reading, and to the Company of my Mother ^ both 
of which were very fafe and ^inexpenfiye Luxuries. 
He had grown Angularly fond of Mr. Fenwick and of 
Dr. ElweSy the latter of whom frequently honoured us 
by dropping in to play a Rubber — they were Men of 
two different Worlds, but yet neither of them fo unac- 
quainted with the World that was charadleriflically 
the other's, as to be wholly unable to make Allpw^ 
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ances :-— one brought my Father worldly Wifdom and 
Wit, the other heavenly Wifdom and innocent Plea- 
fantry; one fupplied him with humorous Books, the 
other, with profitable Reading; fo that, between *em 
both, he fared not badly. He was now getting through 
the Hiftory of Don Quixote de la Mancha^ which he 
read Snatches of with infinite Guflo to my Mother; 
and was continually quoting the Proverbs of Sancho 
Panza, Thus we went peacefully on, and were lofing 
all Fear or even Memory of the Earthquake; when, 
on the very fame Day of the very next Month, which 
is to fay, February 1750, we were affiighted out of 
our Senfes by a worfe Shock and abundantly more 
terrifical, between Five and Six o'Clock in the Morn- 
ing. Oh I how Prue and I Ihrieked out, and rufhed 
down, half dreffed, to my Father and Mother. They 
were fitting up in Bed, having been woke out of Sleep 
by a loud rumbling Noife, accompanied by thick, low 
Flalhes of Lightning. The Houfe was flill rocking 
and the Ground heaving all about us. Bells ringing' 
Clocks firiking, Glafs and China jingling, and Furni- 
ture Ihifting fi-om one Place to another. My Father 
was this Time ferioufly frightened, and cried, " Come 
*' to my Arms, my Children, and let us die together — 
** we heeded not the first Warning. 'Tis as well to 
** meet our Fate here, all together, as anywhere else, 
" fince whither could we flee from Danger) even if I 
'^ were an able-bodied Man, which I am not Good 
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" Lord, deliver us. Becaufe there is none other that 
" can help us, but only thou, O Lord !" 

So I remained folded in his Arms, and Prue in my 
Mother's, while we heard I^rfons in wild- Af&ight 
loudly Ihrieking in the open Air. I have often 
thought fince, that had Death indeed come upon us 
at that Moment, it would have been attended with 
much Mitigation of its Bittemefs. 

By-and-by, the Vibration having ceafed, we flowly 
withdrew from one another's Arms, with deep-drawn 
Breaths; and fet about dreffing and refuming the 
Occupations of the Day in (Irange Difcomfort and 
Sadnefs. I have fince read, in Books of Travellers, 
that in Countries where Earthquakes are prevalent, 
the Natives are in many Inflances far more confter- 
nated by them than Strangers, who, being imaccuf- 
tomed to them, do not in one View concentrate all 
their difaftrous Confequences. This I can well be- 
lieve; for certainly all London was infinitely more 
appalled by this fecond Shock than by the firfL How 
can I convey any Figure of the Impreflions of Fear 
and Superflition ? how defcribe the alarmed Con- 
fciences of Sinners, the Perturbation of grave Men, 
the Diftrefs of tender Mothers, the Cries of affrighted 
Children at a Danger fo novel and flupendous] To 
increafe the general Panic, while godly Preachers like 
Bifhop Sherlock and Bilhop Seeker were endeavoiwing 
to improve the Judgment to Purpofes of Penitence 
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and Piety among the upper Ranks, and good Minif- 
ters like Mr. Fenwick were calling on the lower Orders 
to repent and be faved, a fanatic Itinerant began 
preaching in the Streets, and boldly prophefying 
another Shock on the fame Day of Aprils which 
would fwallow up all London, The Impreflion pro- 
duced by this Predi<5lion was fuch as that Churches 
liow filled to overflowing, Public-Houfes were deferted, 
good Books were read. Alms liberally beflowed on 
the Poor, and the Sick and them that lay in Prifon 
vifited. O that fuch Deeds of Humanity had fprung 
from fome better Principle than felfilh Fear ! " Ah," 
fays one poor Man lying in Newgate^ "I expedl that 
" when the next Earthquake occurs, my Chains, like 
*< thofe of St Paul, will fall off." " Let us eat and 
drink," cries another tipfily, " for To-morrow we die !" 
— " I can't help fearing this next Shock that is to 
** happen in April^^ fays a poor Wretch in the Hof- 
pital that is fure not to live out the Week. " Ah,** 
fays a meek Patient in the next Bed, placidly fmiling, 
" I fhall be out of Harm's Way before that comes!" 

Others combated their Neighbours' Fears with Rea- 
fon and Ridicule; others drowned Thought altogether 
in additional Excefs of Riot I underflood from Gatty 
that many fmart Things were faid about the Earth- 
quake in the upper Circles; and every frefh Inflance 
of a fine Lady caring for her Soul and going to 
Prayers elicited Fits of modiih Laughter. And yet, 
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who defenred the Judgment of Heaven to fall upon 
them, if the Rich did not 1 whofe Diifolutenefs and 
Difregard of Decenqr and Order had now come to 
that Pafs as quite to paravaunt over the Vices and 
Crimes of the common Orders. God's facred Name 
habitually blafphemed, Christ and the Holy Spirit 
ignored, the DevU dilbelieved, Chaflity laughed at, 
Ribaldry approved, Drunkennefs confidered Good^- 
breeding, Servants treated as if not of the fame Flefli 
and Blood with themfelves. Sabbaths defecrated, Gam- 
bling carried to an incredible Extent, the Hanging of 
poor Wretches at Tyburn counted a Spe6lacle worthy 
to recreate Noblemen, public Honour a mere Name, 
Patriotifm the Synonyme for revolutionary Principle, 
no Truth, nor Honour, nor Juflice„in Court nor in 
public Offices . . . who, then, had Reafon to dread 
the jull Judgments of GodI 

At the very Time the Earth was rocking with the 
firll Shock, there were profane Scoffers in Club- 
houfes who would bet, whether it were an Earthquake 
or the Explofion of a Gunpowder Magazine. At the 
very Time two-thirds of London were on their Knees, 
obferving a general Fafl and Day of Humiliation, the 
Gambling-houfes were filled with Members of Parlia- 
ment, who found themfelves with a Day of Leifure oa 
their Hands. A Man dropped down Dead at the 
Door of Whitis Coffee-houfe : he was carried in; the 
Club immediately made Bets whether he were dead 
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or not; a Surgeon came in to bleed him; the Wa- 
gerers interpofed, faying it would afFedl the Faimefs 
of the Bet! 

O Madnefs of mortal Men! O Hardnefs, pall 
Belief, of impenitent Sinners ! 




Chapter XVIII. 

The Night of Terror, 

As the dreaded Day approached, the public Panic 
increafed to that Degree, that even the Sceptics with 
a Scoff on their Lips thought it would be as well to 
" keep out of Harm's Way," and " Follow the Fafliion." 
Not that they intended Penitence and Self-recollec- 
tion, no, no ; but fmce London was to be fwallowed 
up, they would take Lodgings, that Night, in the 
Country. 

In Confequence of this, every one that had a Room 
or Bed to let, in Chelfea, Hammerfmithj Kenfington, 
KeWy Richmond^ or anywhere within a moderate Dif- 
tance of the Metropolis, raised their Prices to an im- 
moderate Height ; and in every little Shop or Parlour 
Window a Card or Paper, ill writ and ill fpelt, might 
be feen pafled or wafered, notifying that " Here might 
" be had a Bedd or Bedds on the enfewing Nite of the 
" Earthquak." Nay, Women whofe Fortunes or Occupa- 
tions did not admit of their leaving their City Homes, 
quilted themfelves warm " Earthquake Bedgowns," in 
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which to take Flight in the Night, if their Houfes 
fhould tumble about their Ears. 

It might be about a Week before the Event was ex- 
pedled, and while the Churches were daily filled to 
overflowing, that Gatty came to inquire whether her 
Lady could have the Sitting-Room and Bed-chamber 
formerly occupied by Mr. Fenwick, for " the Earth- 
" quake Night" Though the Apartments were unlet, 
my Mother did not much relilh Lady Betty for her 
Guefl, even for twenty-four Hours, and faid (he did 
not know flie was minded to let the Rooms at all; (he 
was fure we could not do Things to my Lady's liking. 
However, Gatty, who was to be Lady Betty's Compa- 
nion, and had a great Fancy for coming to us on her 
own Account, faid (he was intru6led to offer us 
any Price within Reafon, and out of her own Head 
offered fo handfome a Sum, that my Mother faid 
Ihe fliould be alhamed of taking it for one Night 
There was Nothing in that, Gatty faid ; Lady Betty 
never grudged any Money on herfelf, and could 
well afford to pay it, and would rather like 
boaff^ing beforehand and afterwards, how much her 
Earthquake Lodgings cofl her. So, as we well knew 
all our Neighbours were making the fame Market, and 
we fhould really be difaccomodated by having her 
Ladyjhip and finding a Lodging for Mr. James, we 
would not be fo nice as to hold out, but accepted the 
Terms in confideration of the Trouble. I fhould, in- 
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deed, have put in a Provifo for Mr. Fenwick^ whofe 
Safety was infinitely more important than my Ladysy 
had I believed there was the lead Chance of his con- 
fendng to occupy his old Quarters; but I knew al- 
ready that he would by no Means forfake his poor 
People in Shoreditch, even on the Suppofal of any 
efpecial Dangeroufhefs on that Night, which he did 
not entertain, averring the myfterious Intentions of 
Providence to be altogether hidden out of Sight, in 
fpite of the Prefagings of Impoilors and Fanatics. 

Gatty joyfully left us therefore, having, (he owned, 
been a little infe<5led by the Fears of thofe around 
her, which were efpecially prevalent in the Servants' 
Hall, where the poor Maids and Men were to be left 
in their ordinary Charge ; my Lady not entertaining 
the fame Fear of their being fwallowed up alive as of 
herfelf. 

And was it not ftrange, now, that a Lady who might 
have commanded the Ufe of various Country Seats, 
or have hired an entire Houfe fomewhere in the re- 
moter Parts by the Week, for about the fame Sum flie 
was to pay for a fmgle Night, fliould prefer her own 
felfifh Accommodation before that of her whole 
Houfehold % But, I am fony to fay, hers was not a 
lingular Cafe. 

The Bullle into which we and our Neighbours wo-e 
put^ by the £xpe<5lance of our Quality-Lodgers, had 
Something in it ftrangely diffonant to the Occasion. 
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Here were Carts arriving at the Door with my Ladfs 
own Feather-Bed and Blankets, my Ladfs own linen 
and Toilette, my Lad^s own Cufliions and Footllool, 
even my Lad^s own Parrot : and Wine, and Cordials, 
and Sweetmeats, and Packs of Cards; though the Sup- 
per was to be provided by us, " for the good of the 
^ Houfe." It feemed that though my Lady intended 
to be only a Mile or two beyond the ProfpecSl of 
burying ahve, and within Sound and Sight of an en- 
gulfed City, Ihe by no Means purpofed a refledlive 
Watch and Paufe while the Crifis impended, but rather 
thought to kill Time and drown Fear by Jollity and 
Entertainment To this End, flie invited certain of 
her intimates, including Mr. Paid Caryl, (for Ihe had 
got tired of keeping the Men at a Diflance) who had 
likewife fecured Lodgings in Chelfea, to fpend the 
Evening with her, and purfue their Diverfions far into 
the Night 

We were not to expedl her till the Afternoon pre- 
vious to the Occafion; but however, Ihoals of poor, 
terrified People who had engaged Lodgings in remoter 
and lefs expenfive Parts, could not be hindered of 
pouring into the Country for two or three Days be- 
forehand; and as every imaginable Vehicle was 
jH-effed into the Service, all the Highroads and lead- 
ing Thoroughfares of London were abfolutely block- 
aded with Coaches, Chaifes, and Chairs, as well as in- 
numerable Foot-Paffengers, often inextricably wedged 

together for ten or fifteen Minutes. One Family, 

o 
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I underflood, even took Flight in a Hearfe : indeed, 
Dr. Elwes faid it could be likened to Nothing but the 
conflemated Flight that took place at the Beginning 
of the Great Plague. He added, that the Fields were 
full of People preparing to Camp out for the Night; 
juft as they were conftrained to do after the Fire of 
London; and finifhed by obferving with an ironical 
Laugh, ** There's a good Time coming for the Doc- 
** tors; for plenty of Colds will be caught to-night in 
" the wet Fields, to fay Nothing of damp Lodgings." 

About five o'clock in the Afternoon, my Lady 
arrived in her Coach. She was handed out by her 
Nephew, Mr. Sandys, and her Phyfician Dr. Flump- 
tree; and Gaiiy followed with the Lap-Dog. Her 
Ladyjhip wore a cherry-colour Sacque and large Straw 
Hat ; but neither the Shadow of the one nor the hue 
of the other could conceal how her Beauty was 
ruinated by her fad Complaint She was no longer 
even ordinarily comely; all her fine red and white 
and fmooth Skin lofl, and her Eyes bleared and fpoilt 
With much Fufs we got her fettled in the upper Par- 
lour; but, to fay Nothing of her own two Servants, 
(he contrived, the whole of the Time Ihe was under 
our Roof, to keep Prue and me continually on the 
Trot Inquiry foon was made for Mr. Caryl; he had 
not appeared: my Lady was difappointed; (he had 
expe<5led him to be the Life of the Party. By-and-by, 
in fpite of her Shawls and Cuihions, (he fancied a 
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Draught from the Window; I was fummoned to cure 
it, and had to cobble an additional Breadth of Dimity 
to the Curtain as quickly as I could ;* while my Lady 
ftroked her Lap-Dog at the Fire, and chatted with her 
two Companions. 

" Awfully cold," fays the Doctor, 

" Screaming cold," fays the Nephew, " Thefe in- 
." ferior Houfes always have thin Walls ; one might 
" think it was January, To-night, all London^ s out of 
" Town — Lady Frances Arundel^ and Lord and Lady 
" Galway have gone ten Miles into the Country, to play 
" Brag till five in the Morning, and then come bacL" 

** A good many will play Brag," faid the Do6lor^ 
iimpering — " the real Braggarts, I think, are thofe that 
" flay behind." 

" Then you really are afraid, Do^or ? " fays Lady 
Betty, 

" Well, my Lady^ I think it would be a Tempting 
" of Providence to incur any Rifk needleffly." 

Jufl then, in came Mr. Caryl, " A thoufand Ex- 
" cufes," fays he. " I was coming along the JFive 
" Fields^ when a couple of crazy old Houfes tumbled 
" down and blocked up the Way, fo I was obliged to 
" come round" 

" A lucky Efcape for you, Paull^ fays Mr. Sandys, 
** it might have been as bad for you as an Earth- 
« quake." 

" Why, yes," fays Mr. Caryl, " though not eafily 
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** fluttered, it did give me a Qualm, I confefs. Be- 
" fides, it might have been a premonitory Quake that 
** brought the Houfes down." 

" My Salts, GattyT cries Lady Betty. 

" Any Cafualties)" fays the Do6lor careleflly. 

" To tell you the Truth," fays Mr. Caryl, " I was 
" fo rejoiced to fave my own Bones that I did not 
" flop to enquire whether any one elfe had theirs 
** broken." And lightly laughed. 

" Feeling!" mutters Mr. Sandys. 

« Quack!" refponds Mr. Caryl ioftHy, 

And then I knew them, that Moment, for the Fox 
and the Goofe! 

" Whereabouts in the Five Fields did it happen 1" 
refumes the Doilor. 

" Jull by that old, empty Houfe, Doflor, wherein 
" two Women were found flarved to Death with Cold 
** and Hunger, fomewhere about Chrijlmas^ 

" I'm fure fuch Things as that ought not to occur," 
fays Lady Betty, dabbing her Forehead with fome 
EfTence, " fo well as the Poor are provided for." 

" Oh yes, efpecially this Chrijltnas^^ fays Mr. 
Sandys careleflly — "for, you know, a great many 
^* Hogs were feized by the Church-wardens and Over- 
** feers of St Georgis Parifh, that were kept in private 
^ Houfes and Yards contrary to the Statute made 
" and provided ; whereby the Poor, of that Parilh at 
'* l^g,ll, if they had not their Chrijlmas Beef, had 
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" their Chrijlmas Pork; for it was diflributed among 
" them." 

" Not gratis, though," faid the Do^r, 

" No, but very cheap;" faid Mr. Sandys. " So I 
" underftood." 

** I wonder you Ihould underftand or hear Anything 
" about it, Harry ^^ fays Lady Betty contemptuoufly. 

" Well, Aunt^ I happened to hear it named by Mr. 
" Arbuthnotr 

" When is Mr. Arbuihnot to marry Lady Grace V^ 
fays Mr. CaryL 

« After Lent, I believe," faid the JDo^r,— "They 
" that many in Lent will live to repent" 

" Why fo?" fays Lady Betty, 

^ Nay, Madam, aik your Chaplain. I fuppofe 
** People fliould not be feafling when they ought to 
" be fafting." 

" Ah, thafs it, no Doubt," fays Lady Betty—'' Let 
" us have Tea now,, Gatfy; and Plenty of Genoa 
** Macaroons." 

The next Time I went up Stairs, which was not till 
after Dark, they were all playing at Brag. 

As I went down, a fudden Blaft of Wind from the 
front Door of the Houfe blew my Candle out, and I 
groped along into the Shop, muttering, "Who on 
" Earth can be ftanding in the Draught fuch a cold 
" Night as this?" At the fame Moment I caught a 
Glimpfe of a Couple of dulky Figiures ftanding in the 
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Door-way, and heard, in earned Under-tones, the 
Words, ^Gattyl is that you?" "Mr. Heavitree! can 
" it be youl What in the World can have brought you 
« here, and at this Time of Night 1"—" To be with 
* you, dearefl QaUy^ in cafe of your being alarmed,' 
" and — and — ^in cafe of Anything happening . . ." 

I would not overhear another Word, but went 
flraight into the Parlour and lit my Candle, faying 
quietly to my Mother ^ " There's Mr. Heavitree outlide, 
" talking to Gattyr 

^ Have him in !" cries my Father^ whofe Ears were 
quicker than I thought, " I want to fee what the young 
" Chap is like." — " Hufli, Father^ he'll overhear you — 
" Maybe he will prefer faying a few Words to Gatty 
** by herfelf firft" " Very likely, very likely," fays my 
Father chuckling — " but I hope he won't go away with- 
" out coming in, for all that" 

I now thought I might go out again with the Can- 
dle, and fet it in the Shop; but the Current of Air from 
the Door again nearly blew it out, though I fcreened 
it with my Hand. The Stream of Light fell upon 
Gatty, who turned about and faid, ** Patty, here's an 
** old Acquaintance, — I'm fure I may alk him in, may 
" not I ?" " And welcome," faid I. " I am almoft too 
^ dirty to be feen," fays Mr. Heavitree, coming in. 
" Why you are all muddy from Head to Foot," cries 
Gatty, "What can you have been doing 1" 

Jufl then, Lady Bettys Bell was pulled pretty Iharply, 
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and Gatty was obliged to run off. I could fee, by Mr. 
Heavitreis wincing, that he could not abide the Re- 
membrance of her menial Pofition, and that it would 
not be his Fault if (he long retained it I ulhered him 
into the Parlour. My .Father in his eafy Chair, 
ilretches out his Hand to him. "Mr. Heavitree^^ 
fays he heartily, " I'm glad to fee you." " You fee a 
" very dirty Fellow, Sir," fays Mr. Heavitree laughing. 
" Why you are dirty, indeed," lays ray Father ^ furvey- 
ing him; "is this the Way you come a-courtingi I 
" (hould fay you had been rolling in the Gutter." 
" Something like it," fays Mr. Heavitree; " we Coun- 
" try Folks got feared by this Talk of the Earthquake, 
" fo I thought I*d jull come up to Town and look 
" after Gatty; but. Sir, what a Place this London is I 
" My Danger along the Road, of being attacked by the 
" Fellow they call the Flying Highwayman, was no- 
" thing to what it was when I got into the Streets. I 
" put up my Horfe at an Inn, and then fet forth, as 
" clean as you'd with to fee me, to Lady Bett/s, where 
" I expelled to find Oatty; but it was already getting 
" dark, and by Reafon of the Panic the Town was 
" almoft deferted except by the very worll Sort, who 
" care neither for Heaven nor Earth, and who feemed 
" minded to make the Defertion of Houfes an Occa- 
"fion for pretty general Plunder. Here and there 
" twinkled a miferable little folitary Oil Lamp; here 
" and there a Lantern flitted acrofs, or a Ray of a 
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" Tallow Candle flreamed from fome Window, but with 
" thefe Exceptions, which only feemed to make Dark- 
*' nefs more difmal, there was Nothing to prevent one 
" from breaking one's Shins againfl Pofls and Door- 
" Steps, or walking llraight into the Gutters. I was 
'' huflled once or twice, and began to think Affairs 
" were not much mended lince my Lord Mayor and 
" the Aldermen went up to the Kint(, Suddenly I was 
" pounced on by three diforderly Fellows, who collared 
"' me and dragged me into a dark Cellar. One of 
" them held a Lantern to my Face and faid, ^Jem^ 
"'thisifn't our Man,* on which I was puflied out 
" pretty near as roughly as I was pulled in. This did 
" not hinder me of taking to my Heels, which occa- 
" fioned my flumbling into an enormous Heap of wet 
" Mud by the Side of the Foot-Path, with ne'er a Lamp 
" near it, which made me in the Pickle you fee. How- 
" ever, I got to Lady Bettys, where I found the Man- 
" fion deferted by all fave one poor Maid, who fete 
" reading her Bible by the Light of a Kitchen Candle ; 
** all the reft having decamped as foon as my Lcuiy 
" was off, in the Opinion, that their Safety was quite 
^^ as dear to them as hers to her. I aiked the 
'* poor Creature if Ihe were not afeared to be alone at 
" fuch a Crifis; tiut (he feemed to be Something of a 
" Predeftinarian, and faid her Time could come but 
" once, and when the Lord would; (he could truft 
'^ herfelf in his Hands. I obtained from her that 
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" Gatty and my Lady had gone to the Chelfea Bun- 
" Houfe; fo .then I knew they were with yau^ Mrs. 
" Patty \ and having got a Dire<5lion to Chelfea^ I foon 
" made out, when I reached it, my Way here. But oh, 
" what a State all the Fields and wafle Grounds about 
" you are in ! People in Tents, Booths, Carts, Coaches, 
" and Caravans; awaiting the Morning Light The 
** Field Preachers are bufy among them, and are ex- 
" horting attentive Multitudes : but will the Impreffion 
** furvive To-morrow 1 — I think, Sir, my Mud is dry 
'* now; and if you will lend me a Clothes-Brufh, Fll 
'' flep out and groom myfelf a little." 




Chapter XIX. 

The Vigil 

* That's as goodlooking a young Man," fays my 
Father^ " as ever I faw — quite a Mate for Gatty^ 

" Hufh, Father, he'll hear you," fays Frue foftly. 

" He can't," fays Father, lowering his Voice, how- 
ever. 

" How provoking it mull be to Gatty^^ fays Prue, 
'' to know he is here, and yet be kept in attendance 
** on my Lady !" 

" Tufh, Child, (he'd rather know he was here than 
**not . . . ^t\\l&x.IIeavitreej' (when our Vifitor re- 
turned,) " have you confidered where you are to get a 
« Bed to-night 1" 

" Why, no. Sir, really I have not" 

" Then I'll tell you I You may take your Choice of 
" all the Beds in this Houfe except Lady Bettys; for 
" we are all going to fit up 1 " 

" Why, then. Sir, with your Leave, I'll fit up too !" 

** Do fo, young Gentleman, and welcome. You fee, 
" we have quality Lodgers in the Houfe, who keep 
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^ late Hours ; and as they require a good Deal of 
" waiting on, we think it beil to fit up— Tis but for 
« one Night" 

" Befides which," put in my Mother^ "though we are 
" not ourfelves apprehenfive of an Earthquake this 
" Night any more than any other, yet having fuch a 
" frelh Recolle<Slion of the Terror we experienced 
" during the lail Shock, and knowing that fo many 
" Thoufands of People are in diftrefling Apprehen- 
" fion of a fimilar and more terrible Occurrence, it 
" feems unfeeling to think of lleeping and taking one's 
" natiu-al Reft, inftead of watching with others, and 
" fympathifing with them." 

" I think precifely as you do, Madam," faid Mr. 
HeavUree; " I alTure you that though I am not of 
" thofe who expe<Sl the Earthquake, I am difpofed for 
" Anything but Levity, and feel this to be an impref- 
" five Occafion." 

So, this being his acknowledged Feeling, we fate 
about the Fire and fell into a fomewhat graver Strain 
of Converfation than ufual ; and I was glad to find 
that the yoimg Man could talk ferioufly as well as 
pleafantly. Though he had not let fall a Word 
about want of Refrefliment, I knew he muft have 
been fafting for fome Time, and therefore helped 
him plentifully to cold Beef with his Tea and Bread 
and Butter, which he pronounced very acceptable. 
While he was eating, Gatty returned, all Smiles, and 
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faid, " I am glad to fee you doing fo well, Mr. Heavu 
** trecT^ but jull as he had made Room for her belide 
him, tinkle went the Bell, and away (he was obliged 
to run again. 

** Can't we muffle that Bell 1 " lays he, fomewhat im- 
patiently. 

" Then my Lady would hammer on the Floor," 
laid I, " and would keep her up-Stairs altogether." 

" Yes," fays Faiher^ " that would anfwer as ill as 
'^ the two Houfemaids in ^fofs Fables, that killed 
" the Cock for waking their Miftrefs." 

" Well," fays Mr. Heavitree^ " it won't be for longi 
" that's one BlelTmg. Her Time's up on Monday, and 
" I ftiall (lay in Town till then, and take her down 
** with me in the old Coach." 

" I hope you won't have fo many overturns this 
« Time," faid my Mother. 

" Why, no," faid he fmiling, " we can difpenfe with 
" them now : but I proted that Snow-Journey was the 
" pleafanted I ever had in my Life." 

" You are going to polfefs a Treafure, Sir," faid my 
Father energetically. 

^ Indeed I think fo. Sir ! I was not aware you fo 
" well knew her value." 

" Always took to her, Mr. Heavitreey from the very 
« fird Didn't, I Girls % " 
" Indeed you did. Father.** 
"And when is it to be 1 " fays my Father fignificantly. 
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" Nay, Sir," faid Mr. Heavitree with a little Embar- 
raffment, "IVe not got Oatty to name the Day yet, but 
" I hope it will be before long ; and as my Sifter 
" Clariffa is (hortly to be married, which will deprive 
** Roaring House of its prefent Miftrefs, perhaps we may 
" arrange to have two Weddings on the same Day." 

" Was that poor Wayfarer foimd under the Snow 1 " 
faid my Mother, 

" Oh no. Ma'am, we conclude ihe accomplifhed her 
Journey in Safety." 

By-and-by, Gatty joined us again ; and we all fate 
chatting till Twelve o'clock. Then my Ladfs Sup- 
per went up, and then we had our own ; a pretty fub- 
ftantial one, as watching makes people hungry. 

After Supper, we according to Cuftom, had Prayers ; 
and I thought it not amifs to fele<5l for our Evening 
Portion the twenty-fourth Chapter of St MattheWj'^YacYi 
fpeaks of Famines, Peftilences, and Earthquakes. After 
this, we again drew round the Fire ; for watching makes 
people chilly : and Mr. Heavitree began to repeat 
fome Reports he had gathered, of the wretched State 
our Gaols were in, at that Time, overflowing with the 
Reftife of our Army and Navy, who, for Want of 
honeft Employment, were perifhing miferably amidft 
the Stench and Horrors of noifome Dungeons. 

" That they are," fays my Father; " and as for New- 
*^gatey it is now in fo peftilential a State of Infection 
" from the overcrowding together of dirty, ftarving 
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" Felons, that the Effluvium they have brought into 
" Court on their Trials hath coil us the Lives of a 
JJ.Lord Mayor, an Alderman, two Judges, divers Law- 
" yers, the greater Part of the Jury, and I know not how 
" many of the By-standers. This Spread of the Gaol 
" Fever among the upper Claffes will do more to get 
" the Abuse remedied than the Deaths of Hundreds 
" of Criminals in their Cells ; but yet I can't for the 
" Life of me help regretting that fo many able-bodied 
" Men, whose Labour might be ferviceable to the 
" Community, (hould be idling at the public Expenfe 
« in Prison." 

Mr. HeavUrce was filent, and Gatty prefently afked 
him what he was muling about He faid, " Thofe 
" Rogues who pulled me into the dark Cellar faid I 
" was not the right Man. I was wondering if they 
** have found him yet, and what they have done to 
« him." 

This led to fundry difmal Stories, of Footpads and 
Street-Affaffins ; and of Lord Harboraugh's being befet 
by Robbers in Piccadilly in broad Daylight, and one 
of the Chairmen pulling a Pole out of his Lordjhip^s 
Chair and knocking down one of the Villains, while 
the Earl, leaping out, and drawing his Sword, put the 
Rell to flight Then we wondered whether Times could 
get worfe, and whether they would ever mend, and 
whether the next Generation would liften to fuch Fadls 
as idle Tales, or whether Abufes would increafe to that 
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Degree as to bring down a Providential Judgment on 
the City, like that which overtook Gomorrah^ or like 
that which we were now expelling. 

Soon after this my Father fell fail aileep, and my 
Mother began to nod. Prudence was knitting with all 
her Might, and I took up my Mother's Knotting, and 
on Pretence of getting nearer the Light, edged my 
Chair further off from Gaity^ who continued converfmg 
with Mr. Heavitree in an under Tone, which became 
lower and lower. I am perfuaded neither of them felt 
in the leafl ileepy, nor had the fmallefl Apprehenfions 
of the Earthquake ; but Frue yawned awfully from 
Time to Time, and I was profoundly filent and very 
feriousL 

All at once, Lady Bettys Bell rang violently, and 
Gatty ran up Stairs. The Wax Lights had burned out, 
and at firfl it feemed that there were no others, which 
put my Lady into a fad taking. The Idea of her 
being left in the Dark with an Earthquake ! Happily, 
another Pacquet of wax Candles was found, and, after 
Ratafia had been ferved round, they fell to their Card- 
playing again ; but Gatty affirmed that my Lady 
changed Colour, and laid down her Hand on Mr. 
[Sandyi^s roguifhly fhaking the Table. 

At Length, all the Clocks flruck Five; at which 
Hour everybody conceived themfelves fafe, as wit- 
lefily as they had previoufly held themfelves to be in 
Danger. The Card-party now broke up ; Gatty went 
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to undrefs my Lady^ and I went to lock out the Gen- 
tlemen, who departed in a Body, looking fagged and 
haggard enough. Jufl as Mr. Caryl was going forth, 
he paufed for a Moment and faid, " By-the-bye, this is 
" where Mr. — Mr. what's his Name % Mr. Fenwick 
" lodged — Can you tell me where he is at prefent, 
Mrs. Patty r 

I coolly anfwered, " With his poor People in Shore- 
« ditch, Sir." 

« Shoreditch f Shoreditch ? Ha, I'll tiy to remem- 
" ber that," fays he carelelfly ; and turned on his HeeL 
I thought to myfelf, I don't believe you will ; your 
Cue is to forget 

Then I went to get my Father and Mother to Bed, 
and fend offPrue, and lafUy to go to Bed myfelf 
As for Mr. Ifeavitree, he was content with a couple of 
Chairs by the Fire. Gatty flept with my Lady, who 
did not feel brave enough to be alone. 

The Watch made us all latifli, and arife yawnilh. 
Peter told me the Roads were all allir before Light, 
with People returning to their Homes ; and that the 
Preachers were trying to enforce on their Penitents 
that they had had an anfwer to Prayer. Lady Betty 
did not rife till Noon ; what with her Vapours, her 
Whims, and her Breakfafl, (he did not depart till two 
o'clock. We had fcarcely a Word of Gattyy but (he 
ran in to us jud at lad, and kiffed us all round, taking 
Leave of us once for all, and receiving our good Wi(hes 
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for her future Happinefs with manyBlufhes and Smiles. 
Mr. Heavitree had akeady gone off; and as foon as 
we had tidied my Lady^s Rooms, we all fubfided into 
our ufual Quiet 

The following Day, about Noon, I was behind the 
Counter, when I received a great Shock by hearing a 
Cuflomer fay cafually, " Dr. Elwes is dead — he went 
" off quite fuddenly at fix this Morning." 

I could hardly go on weighing fome Comfits, the 
Tears crowded fo fafl into my Eyes at the unexpedled 
Lofs of our old Friend, I remained but to have the 
ill News confirmed and gather the Particulars, and 
then went up to break them to my Mother^ who was 
fitting with my Father in their own Chamber. She 
was a good deal affected, and my Father undertook 
the Office of Confoler with great Kindlinefs. After a 
While I went down and afked Frue^ who felt lefs 
Concern than I did for the Doctor^ to take my Place 
a little While in the Shop. Then I went and fate 
down in the Parlour, and thought over his various 
A6ls of Kindnefs to me,«and ihed fome Tears of 
unaffe6led Regret He had never been a decidedly 
religious Character, but was much liked by his Pa- 
tients, defervedly loved by the Poor, and to us had 
been a tried and valued Friend. 

While I was in this forrowful Mood, in comes Mr. 
Fenwick, fo flulhed with Exercife and good Spirits as 
to look quite handfome. Feeling fo low as I did juft 
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then, I did not reciprocate his Salutation quite fo 
cheerfully as he feemedto expe^l; and he, on his 
Part, on finding that my Father and Mother were 
well, paid lefs Attention to my Deprelfion than he 
might have done ; and, for the firfl Time in my Life, 
I thought him a little felfifh. 

" I have fome good News," faid he. 

" I am glad to hear it," faid I, "for I have some 
" bad News." 

" What's that 1 " faid he. 

" Our dear Friend Dr. Elwes is dead ;" and I put 
the Comer of my Apron to my Eyes. 

" Well, — I am forry to hear it," refumes he, after a 
Paufe ; " he was not, I fear, a very thoughtful Man." 

" A very good Man," faid I, warming. 

" A very kindly, attentive Man in a Sick-room," fays 
he, " and a pleafant Companion, which is all I know 
about him." 

" We knew a good Deal more," faid I, "and know 
" that his Lofs won't be foon fupplied. We (hall mifs 
" him very much. He wa|^ truly benevolent, whatever 
" you may think." 

" I don't deny it, I affure you," faid. he, looking fur- 
prifed at my Heat, " I only wifhed there had been a 
" more Chriflian Bafis for his many good Qualities." 

" It is not very Chriflian, I think, to depreciate them, 
" efpecially at a Time like this." 

" My dear P(aty^ I (land reproved. I did not fufii- 
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" ciently confider, nor, indeed fufficiently know the 
" Wound your Feelings had jufl experienced." 

This touched me, and I faid, " We will fpeak of it 
 no more, Sir. I am glad to fee you looking fo well. 
" You told me, I think, you had heard fomegood News." 

" Yes, from Mr. Caryir 

" Quack I" faid I haflily ; lofmg my Temper and good 
Manners in my revived Impreffion of that Gentle-, 
man's Duplicity and Hollownefs. 

" Fatty /" faid Mr. Fenwicky in a Tone of mild Sur- 
prife. 

" I beg your Pardon, Sir," faid I, afliamed of my- 
felfi "but you know I never can hear that Gentle- 
" man's Name with Patience." 

** I do know it," faid he, fmiling very pleafantly, 
" and Ihould retort on you the Accufation of Unchari- 
" tablenefs, or elfe endeavour to laugh you out of your 
" Angular Prejudice againll him, but that I feel Some- 
" thing in it fo flattering to myfelf, that I am difarmed. 
" However, I have that to tell you of him now, which 
" will, I fancy, alter your Opinion." 

" Nothing will alter my Opinion of him," perfifted 
I, " no Good will ever come ta you from that Quarter." 

« Why not 1" 

" Becaufe I know him better than you do." He 
laughed. 

" You may laugh, Sir," faid I, "but you'll fee in 
" Time that I am right Have you feen him lately 1" 

" Not fince I was in this Houfe." 
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" Ah, well, I have feen him more than once — ^I've 
^ feen him and heard him among his own Set, when 
" he didn't know I was by, and he laid Things that 
"... convinced me he was a falfe Friend to you." • 
« What were thofe Things?" 
" I'm not clear that I have a Right to repeat them." 
" An accufed Party has always a Right to have the 
" Charge againfl him fubflantiated. You are iilent i 
" — ^Well, Mrs. Patty ^ fince you are fo inveterate againA 
" this poor Gentleman, I ihall only irritate you, I am 
" afraid, by acquainting you with Anything in his Fa- 
" vour, and therefore FU keep my News to m)rfelf — ^" 
" Jufl tell me one Thing — Has he fent you back 
"your Poemi" 

" My Poem ! No — ^you know he accidently burnt 
" that. Months ago." 
'^Pfliaw!" 

** You never will believe it," continued he laughing, 
" nor forgive him for it Why, /have forgiven him, 
^ this long While; and if I have, can't you ?" 
« No." 

^ Well, Fatty ^ this Interefl in the Fate of my un- 
" lucky Manufcript is, as I have before told you, very 
" gratifying to me; but flill, I (hould be more gratified 
^ if you would do Jullice to an innocent Man." 

" Why, he was here, the Night before laft, Sir I and 
" from the carelefs Way in which he inquired for you, 
" I could fee he did not value you a Straw 1 I really 
** wonder at you, Mr. Fenwick," 
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" Nay, I mufl fay I wonder zXyoUy Mrs. Patty; but 
** fince we are getting rather too warm upon it. Til 
" wilh you Good-bye for the Prefent, and converfe 
" with you fome other Time on what is in my Mind, 
" but which I fear would juil now meet with an un- 
" favourable Hearing." Saying which, he took up his 
Hat, and was going away quite formally, when, turn- 
ing (hort about, he looked full into my Face for a 
Minute, and faid with an inexpreiiible Sweetnefs of 
Reproach, 

" Why, Patty! I didn't think you could be fo crofs !" 




Chapter XX. 

Mr FenwicKs Proceedings, 

I HAVE his Face before me this Minute ! My Mother 
was wont to fay, " Mr. Fenwick had fmiling Eyes," 
but I proteil I found they could cut me to the Heart 
I ran up-stairs as foon as ever he was gone, and had 
a good Cry by my own Bedfide ; and wondered what 
on Earth could have made me fo knaggy and upfettifh. 

When I went down, Prue was flill in the Shop ; 
and feeing me with red Eyes, I dare fay (he thought 
I had been oying about Dr. Elwes. I hadn't, how- 
ever! There were Cuflomers buying Buns, fo I left 
her to attend to them, and returned to the Parlour; 
and there, who (hould there be, fitting at the Window 
and fmelling to fome Primrofes, but Mr. Fenwickf 
I declare I darted as if it had been his GhofL 

" Well," lays he fmiling, " Tve foon come back 
** again . . . Why, Patty I — I do believe you've been 
"(bedding Tears!" 

" What of that. Sir!" faid I, ready to begin again. 

" Only this," (aid he, " that I am very glad of it, 
** becaufe it feems as if you were forry for the little 
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" Tiff^t had jull now-r-And Fm forry too, and came 
" back expreflly to fay fo. But perhaps I'm miflaken, 
" and thefe Tears were not about the Tifl^ but about 
" Dr. Elwes . . . hey, Patty V 

I (hook my Head. 

^ Well then, all's right," faid he, taking my Hand, 
and drawing me towards the Window. ** Tm fure I 
" regret the old Gentleman as much as any one can 
" be expe<Sled to do who cared very little about him ; 
** but the Fa<Sl is, I was felfiflily preoccupied with a 
** Piece of good Fortune that had happened to myfelf, 
" and which, you fee, I could not be eafy till I had 
** made-you a Party to. How is it I care about telling 
** you, Patty ? How is it you were the firft Perfon 
" whofe Sympathy I wanted to fecurel heyl" 

« I'm fure I can't teU, Sir." 

" Well, I think I can tell— If I can't, I've made a 
" tremendous Blunder, after a great Deal of Self- 
" Examination. What do you think of my having 
" been prefented to the Living of St Margery-under- 
^thC'Walir 

"You don't fay fol" exclaimed I, clafping my 
Hands with deUght— " Oh, that is joyful 1" 

" Four Hundred a Year, clear," laid he, " that's a 
"good Income, is not iti" 

" It's Wealth r' faid I. " And no more than you 
" deferve, Mr. Fenwickf* 

^ I knew this was how you would feel," faid he, 
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kifling my Hand "What makes you cloud over, 
Tatty r 

" I was only thinking, Sir — ^" 

" What] Come, fay it out . . ." 

** That this would remove you from us farther than 



« ever—" 



** Oh no ! A Quarter of a Mile nearer !" 

" I don't mean that Sort of Diflance, Sir. But 
** no Matter — ^I rejoice in it with all my Heart, Mr. 
« Fenwickr 

He looked at me eameflly, was going to fay Some- 
thing, and flopped. 

" Don't you think," faid he, after a Minute's Silence, 
** that. I might many on thisi" 

« Surely, Sir !" 

" And could you, Fatty ^ whom I know fo thoroughly 
^ and love fo heartily, confent to be the Wife of a 
« City Parfonl" 

— Oh 1 there could be only one Moment in Life 
like that ! — ^And yet, have not I had many happy Mo- 
ments, Hours, and Years fincel I can't, to this Day, 
make out how he ever came to think of me ; when 
there were Prue^ and Gatty^ and doubtlefs many 
young Gentlewomen of his Congregation, to fay No- 
thing of remote Country Coufms, (for he had no near 
Relations,) to whom I could be but a mere Foil ! I 
could not make it out then, and I can't make it out 
now; but I am quite content to leave the Myilery 
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unfolved, and decide that Affedlion fettles all Diflinc- 
tionsy and Marriages are made in Heaven. I mull 
fay I was very thankful to dear, good Dr. Elwes^ when 
his Will came to be opened, (which had been made 
feme Months before his fudden Death,) to find he 
had left Prtu and me Five Hundred Pounds each, in 
the handfomeft Manner, with more Terms of Praife 
of our " laudable Condudl in difficult Circumftances," 
than I need to repeat I fay, I was glad of this 
Legacy, and of the handfome Way in which it was left, 
becaufe it feemed to make me a little lefs imworthy 
of Mr. FenwkHs Regard ; not that it had a Bit of 
Influence with him, however, his Offer having been 
made and accepted before the will was opened : fo 
that Nothing could be more difinterefled than his 
Behaviour from firfl to lalt 

And the Prefentation to this Living came through 
the Recommendation of Mr. Caryl! — accompanied 
by a very flattering Letter, faying it was a Piece of 
Jullice, and that he knew of no Man on whom his 
Uncle could have better beftowed it A Piece of 
Jujike^ I jMivately confider it; and a Salve to his own 
Confcience for pitifully burning the Poem of a Man 
that writ better than himfelf. Nothing can deflroy 
that Conviction. But I keep it quite fecret ; the only 
Secret I have ever kept or will keep from my Huf- 
band, and this only becaufe I would not lower his 
Patron's Nephew in his Eilimation. 



A 
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Certainly the Gift of a good Living was far more 
than an Equivalent for the bed Poem that ever was 
writ; but yet, Poets have naturally fuch an overween- 
ing Opinion of the Importance of their Produdlions 
to the World, and of their own Miifion as Regene- 
rators of Society, that to them it is an exceeding hard 
Thing to lofe the Fame and Influence they believe 
they deferve; and I queftion whether thofe of 'em 
that take the highefl Flights (from practical Afiairs 
and common Senfe, that' is,) would coniider them- 
felves at all compenfated for the Lofs of a heavy Poem 
by the Gain of a fat Living. 

But my Hufband hath iince appeared in Print, in a 
Way that's highly honourable to himfelf and gratify- 
ing to his Conne6lions, without being beholden to 
any Patron whatfoever. He has printed a Funeral 
Sermon on Mrs. Eufebia Crate^ a highly eflimable 
Member of his Congregation, which was brought out 
by Meflrs. A, and B. Thompson, at the Sign of the 
BibU and Star, Fleet Street, handfomely bound in 
fhiny black Leather, with a black Margin to the Title. 
This Sermon, which was publifhed by Subfcription, 
brought my Hufband enough to buy a very handfome 
Mahogany Bookcafe for his Study, and a Pair of Pul- 
pit Sconces, beiides its being named in the GetiUemaiis 
Magazine. And though Money was not my Hufband's 
Objedl, yet^ as the Work, it is thought, may attain to 
a fecond Edition, who knows but hereafter he maybe 



Mr, FenwicJ^s Proceedings, 219 

as fuccefsful as Dr. Hugh Blair, who for his lafl 
Volume of Sermons received Six Hundred Pounds ! 
Though amazing, it mufl be true, for they fay it in 
Pater Nojler Row! 

As for dear Prue, her Legacy was as acceptable to 
her as mine to me, for though Tom confcientioufly 
brings her all his Earnings and is now Captain of a 
fine Merchantman, Sailors are never over-rich; I 
think her queer Engagement to him fleadied her a 
good Deal : it put an End to the lead Approach to 
Trifling or Flirting, which fhe might have indulged in, 
had they been lefs ferioufly bound to one another; 
and my Mother's Contempt for the Contrail and 
** the Bit of red Glafs," went fo to poor Prudences 
Heart as to engender a Degree of Humility and Sub- 
miflivenefs quite contrary to her previous Character. 
With all this, (he was deeply in Love with Tom, and 
filently, ferioufly happy; nor would flie, I am con- 
vinced, have been releafed from her Engagement for 
the Worlds But it took away all Defu-e to be other- 
wife placed than where flie was in the Bofom of her 
own Family, in the quiet, fteady Performance of do- 
meflic Duties. So that, when I left Home, it was 
with the comfortable Convi<5lion, which I have never 
feen the lead Reafon to alter, that flie would fupply 
my Place to my dear Father and Mother, as well as 
in the Bufmefs. Indeed, flnce my Hufband married 
her to Tom^ the necefliary Abfences of the latter from 
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his Wife have rendered it very agreeable to all Parties 
that Pruis Home fliould ftill be in the Old Chelfea 
Bun-Haufe, There's an Oppofition Houfe fet up 
now, which has a little injured the old Bufmefs; but, 
happily none of us are fo dependent on it as we once 
were; and their Buns are accounted heavy, fo that 
the ancient, fleady going Cuflomers flill refort to 

The Old Original Chelfea Bun-Houfe, 
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pictorial hand-book of the beauties of 
Sicily. The illustrations do honour alike 
to the artist, engraver, and publishers — 
and the style is, generally speaking, gra- 
phic and faithful .... with an interest 
beyond its pictorial claAms^—Athencetim. 



FOBTT DATS IN THE DESEBT, 

On the Track of the Isbaeliteb; 

Ob, a journey FROM CAIRO BY WADY FEIRAN TO MOUNT SINAI 

AND PETRA. 

Illustrated with Twenty-seven Engravings on Steel, a Mapiiand numerous 

Woodcuts. 



** Mr. Bartlett has made a book, pleasant 
in letter-press, as well as attractive in its 
illustrations— delicately finished line en- 
gravings of subjects particularly well 
chosen." — Atherueum. 

" A very handsome volume, copiously 
and cleverly illustrated in the vignette 



style; an elegant table-book, or most 
acceptable present.*" — Atl<u. 

"Entertainingly written, and crowded 
with steel engravings of a superior oha' 
racter, which combine to make it a very 
handsome volume."— CW^uj. 



Ob, 



THE NILE BOAT; 

GLIMPSES OF THE LAND OF EGYPT. 



Illustrated by Thirty -five Steel Engravings, Maps, and numerous Woodcuts. 



** There is an actuality about the de- 
scriptions, and a beauty about the illus- 
trations, that render this glimpse of Egypt 
peculiarly charming, inie sketches and 



descriptive maps render the views wit- 
nessed in the * Nile Boat * beantiAil 
realities."— 2^ Sun. 



OLEANSTOS ON THE OVEBLAND BOTTTE. 

Illustrated by Twenty-eight Steel Plates and Maps, and Twenty-three 

Woodcuts. 



** The reader will find abundance of in- 
teresting and amusing information in the 
volume. As a work of art, it possesses 
very considerable merit.** — Chambers's 
Journal. 

«<An individual of able research and 



active observation conveys to us his im- 
pressions in language terse, concise, and 
never tedious ; we listen with pleasure to 
his tale. Well executed pictorial illus- 
trations considerably enhance the merits 
of this pleasing work.*' — Taifs Magiulne. 



nSBTJSALEM EEVISITED. 

With Twenty-two Steel Engravings and Woodcuts. 



** A beautifhl monument for a lover of 
Art" — AfhencButh. 

** An interesting book to look through, 
and a useful book to read.**— X«ader. 



**Mr. Bartlett was a remarkably clever 
and falthftil sketcher, and had an unasual 
power of expressing space and size in the 
limits of a small vignette."— (TuonKon. 
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WORKS BY THE AOTHOR OF "MARY POWELL." 



#^^MM^^^^A^^^k^^%^^^^^^%^M 



Hub daj, price 7s* 6d., post Syo,, doth, 

THE DAT OF SHALL THINGS. 



^ By the Author of 

** Close the ourUins, draw the sofa by 
the fire, fit the ottoman to your feet, and 
adjust the light. If the reader be thus 
prepared he is ready to commence reading 

* The Day of Small Things.* What is 
this neat and unpretending volume by the 
authoress of * Mary Powell V It is a string 
of pearls. Yes. Yet the simile will not 
be perfect unless the thread on which they 
are slarung be golden. Then We will accept 
the resemblance. . . . The authoress of 

* Mary Powell,* aod, we add, * The Day of 



tt 



» 



Small Things, 



her own power, and 



Mary Powell.' 

knows how deeply trifles, when jndicioixsly 
introduced, will tell. ... It is a cornu- 
copia filled with rich moral Aruits of every 
kind; and, though small are the hints 
thrown out here and there, or the advice 
casually given, still in the aggregate their 
voice becomes powerftil, and we find that 
we have been reading a powerful lesson 
while we were scanning the Jottings of a 
diary. . . . The work is worthy of its 
author, and will be a general fiivourite." 
—AOat, 



New and Cheaper Ildition, post 8yo., price ^s. 6d., doth gilt, 

POPLAR HOUSE ACADEMT. 



** A tale as touching and alluring as it 
is simple— a tale<sure to interest, whether 
by its sweet scenes of pathos, its con- 
tinuous interest, its exquisite traits of 
nature, or its unaffected, unobtrusive tone 
of true iplety.**— Literary Gazette. 



** In everything that the author of * Mary- 
Powell ' writes, there is a pleasant vein of 
quiet, refined cheerfulness, which, like the 
tone of a sweet voice, makes one listen 
with pleaaure."— ^<Amanim. 



Second Edition, price 78. 6d., post 870., cloth, with Frontispiece, 

THE GOOD OLD TIMES. 



A Tale of 

** It is written In a clear, pointed style, 
embellished with original fancies, and 
eloquent with an earnest meaning. The 
vauious scenes and characters are ob- 
viously studies from life — the life of rest- 
lessness, of fear, of devotion, among the 
Ariends of martyrs, described by the 
chroniclers of that epoch, stained with 
the blood of fanatical wars and persecu- 
tions. Colette, as delicately and distinctly 
limned in the successive chapters, might 



Auvergne. 

have formed a figure in the fifteenth- 
century group, drawn by a home-inspired 
artist. Then, the struggle round the walls 
of Le Puy is a picture of olden warfare, of 
arquebus and halberd battles, of priestly 
soldiers, sworn to shed no blood, but 
casuistically, with a ponderous club, im- 
mortalizing ttie miserable routiere. Again, 
the critin is a portrait palnfblly accurate. 
Indeed, the entire story is vivified by its 
evident reailty, "^—Athenoeum, 



Third Edition, price 78. 6d., post 870., cloth, with Coloured Frontispiece by 

Warren, 

THE PBOVOCATIONS Of HADAHE PALISST. 

**0n the basis of the true history of genius driving on in pursuit of his darling 
Palissy, the writer has formed the present object ; and has depicted, as the title pro- 
work ; has given a very spirited sketeh of mises, with a grood deal of power, the 
his labours; has exhibited the extrava- plagues of a wife who has such a husband.** 
gances, amounting to crime, of a man of —Chrietian Obeerver. 
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WoEKS Br XHE AuTHOB OP " Maby Powell" {continued). 



In post 8?o., price 78. 6d., cloth gilt, with Frontispiece, 

THE TEAB SINK 

A Tale of the Tyrol. 



** A highly interesting Tolome, in which 
the noble stand made by an army of pea- 
sants for independence is told with great 
power and pathos."— J/bntifH^ Herald, 

"Sweet *Mary Powell* exctianges her 



Inte for a cymbal, clanging with her white 
fingers npon the sounding brass. The 
subject is well chosen, and the theme 
inspiriting. *Hofer* is the hero of her 
lute."— ^r/-/0tirna;. 



> 

New Edition, price 78. 6d., cloth gilt, with Coloured Frontispiece after 

Wabken, 

CLAimE THE COLPOBTEUB. 



" The hero of the narrative is, in plain 
English, a Bible hawker among Roman 
Catholics chiefly; and his difficulties, ill- 
treatment, conversations, and beneficial 
infiuence, form the staple of the book — 
his character is well drawn."— ^'n^r^uft 
Churchman. 



**The volume is one of no ordinary 
merit ; for it throws intense interest around 
common occurrences and common cha- 
racters, and presente not only a vivid series 
of pictures, but a well-sustained tale." — 
Chwdi and iState Oazette, 



Post 8vo., cloth, price 78. 6d., with Frontispiece, 

SOME ACGOIJNT OF MBS. CLABINDA SINOLEHABT. 



** It may be said of all her works, that 
of their kind they are very good; and 
this cannot fail to give pleasure to every 
reader capable of appreciating literary 



merit, ftnd it will commend itself for 
family reading, on account of the genial 
tone of the morality which runs through- 
out."— il<to*. 



Third Edition, post 8to., price 78. 6d., antique, 

T£ HAIDEN & MABBIED LIFE OF MABT POWELL. 

Afterwards Mistress Milton. 



** This is a charming little book ; and 
whether we regard its subject, cleverness, 
or delicacy of sentiment and expression, 
—to say nothing of its type and ortho- 



graphy, — it is likely to be a most accept- 
able present to young or old, be their 
peculiar taste for religion, morals, poetry, 
history, or romance."— CArtMton Oinerver. 



Second Edition, price 7s. 6d., cloth, antique, 

CHEBBT AND VIOLET. 

A l^ale of the Great Plague. 



** Without wishing to detract firom the 
merit of Defoe, we are bound to say, that 
this is one of the best written descriptions 



of London during the time of that awful 
visitation that we ever came across."— 
JohnBuU. 
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ILLDSTRATED WORKS FOR THE YOUNG. 



m^^^^^^^^^^0*^^^t0S^^^0^^S^ 



Cheap Edition, 2t. boards ; fine paper, 49. doth gilt, 

A BOTS ASYENTUBES IN THE WILDS OF 

AXISTEALIA* 

By William Howitt. With Designs by Hartet. 



"All the boys In England, whether 
* old boys ' or yoang ones, will rejoice in 
this fascinating book, fUIl of anecdote and 
wild adventure." — AtheMeuim, 

** A capital book, fUU of humonr, adven- 
tore, excitement, and those incidents of 



peril and pleasare which seem indlgeDOus 
to Anstralla."— C^KTcft and State Oeuette, 
" In vivid portraitore of things as they 
are, it ikr excels every publication that 
has yet reached oa f^om Australia.*'-^ 
Britiih Bonnet, 



Fcap. 8to., 7b. 6d.> cloth lettered^ 

NAOMI; or, THE LAST DATS OF JEEXISALEH. 

By Mrs. J. B. Wsbb. New Edition, with Designs by Gilbert, and View 

and Plan of Jerusalem. 



" It is in truth an admirable little 
volume, and well worthy of a yet more 
extensive patronage than It has already 
received." — Maidstone Journal. 

** One of the most interesting works we 
liave read for some time. We are not sur- 
prised at the popularity it lias attained— 



it deserves it; and we cordially wish it 
further sncceM.^^Metropolitan. 

** The plot is easy, natural, and well sus- 
tained. The narrative graceftilly written. 
. . . Seldom have we read a tale lietter 
adapted for its j?varpoi»"'^MontMy Revimo. 



Tenth Edition, corrected and enlarged, 18nio., 2s. 6d. cloth; or 3s. scarlet, 

gilt edges, 

SELECT POETBT FOE CHILDEEN. 

With brief Explanatory Notes, arranged for the use of Schools and Families. 

By Joseph Patne. 

**A very i^oe little volume, contain- 
ing a charming collection of poetry."— 
JS^tafor. 

** It is really a treat to see anything so 
simply good as the little volume before us." 
—Metr^pofiian Magaisiave, 



" Pieces that are at once sprightly and 
instructive, pathetic and devout." — 0on- 
gregaitiOMd Magazine. 

" A very pleasing and suitable collec- 
tion." — Westminiter Review, 



New and Cheaper Edition, with Illustrations by Gilbert, fcap., 8s. 6d. doth, 

WINTEE EVENINGS; 

Or, Tales of Trayellers. By Maria Hack. 
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Illustbated Woeks pob the Young (continued). 



. Fcap., 58« cloth, gilt edges, 

CANADIAN CBXISOES. 

A Tale of the Rice Lake Plains. By Mrs. Traill. New and Cheaper 
Edition, edited by Agnes Stbiceland. Illostrated by Haktet. 



'*A very de)ightftQ book for young 
readers. The interest Is deep and well 
feustained. Mr. Harvey has contributed 
some excellent woodcuts, and the book is 
altogether a pretty and interesting one." 
— Ouardian. 



"The book is exceedingly well calcu- 
lated for children, to whom its interesting 
contents, its handsome appearance, and 
beautifhl illustrations, will render it an 
acceptable present.''— 2*01^4 Magaxine, 



New and Improved Edition, with Frontispiece, ISmo., Is. 6d. cloth gilt, 

iniESEET BHTMES. 

An Illustrated Edition, in large type, with 16 Cats by Gilbert, 16mo., 

28. 6d. doth, gilt edges. 



** These verses for children have never 
been surpassed for the happy union of fkncy 
and precept, the simplicity and intelligi- 



bility of the ideas and words, and the 
fluency and conciseness of the rhymes." 
-~3pect€ttor. 



New and Improved Edition, with Frontispiece, Two Vols., 18mo., Is. 6d. 

each, cloth gilt, 

OBIOINAL POEHS FOB INFANT MINDS. 



Ob, 



32mo. cloth, gilt edges. Is., 

BASKET OF FLOWERS; 

PIETY AND TRUTH TRIUMPHANT. 

A Tale for the Young. 



16mo. gilt edges, 2s. 6d., 

THE EOT AND THE BISDS. 

By Ehilt Tatlor. With Sixteen fine Woodcuts, from Landseer's Designs. 



*< A delightful book for children. The 
birds tell of their habits to a litUe inquir. 
ing boy, who goes peeping into their 
nests and watching their doings, and a 



very pleasant way they have of talking, 
sure to engage the young reader's atten- 
tion. The designs are pretty, and nicely 
cut on wood."— nS^otor. 
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Illustbateb Wokxs tob thb Yoxnro {eaniifmei). 



la fookcap 8?o. eloUi, 8s. 6d.y 

COLA Moisrn; 

Ob, the 8T0BT OF A GENIUS. 

A Tide for Boyi. By the Author of "John Halifax Oentlemaii/* &c. 
With Four Ulnatrations hj Feankun. 



** No one posseming common sensibility 
can read this book without a thoughtful 
brow and a glistening ^ij^.^^Chamben^i 
EdMurgh Jwmal. 

** An exceedingly well-told tale, which 
will interest boys of all ages. ... As a 
holiday companion, few books would be 
more popular.**— jE!r^NiA Churdmum, 



** A lively narratiTe of sehool-boy ad- 
ventures.** 

•*A very charming and admirably- 
written volume It is adapted to 

make l)oys better.*' 

** A simple and pleasing story of school- 
boy life."— JMn Buff. 



lu fcap. 8yo., 7s. 6d., elegantly boctnd and gilt, 

BOCTOB'S LITTLE DAUGHTER. 

THE STORY OP A CHILD'S LIFE AMIDST THE WOODS AND HILLS. 

By Eliza. Msteiau). With nomerons Dlostraiions by Habyet. 



** This Is a very delightAil book, espe- 
cially calculated for the amusement and 
instruction of our young fHends ; and is 
evidently the production of a right-think- 
ing and accomplished mind.** — Church qf 
England Review. 

** An elegant, interesting, and unobjec- 
tionable present for young ladies. lite 
moral of the book turns on benevolence.** 
—ChrisHan Times. 

** This Story of a Child*s Life is so fhll 
of beauty and meekness, that we can 
hardly express our sense of its worth in 



the words of common praise.**— ili^oncon- 
/armist. 

" This will be a choice present for the 
young.** — British (^rterly Review. 

** The whole story is told with a most 
touching grace, and a golden glow of 
poetry pervades it. The fine designs of 
Harvey, which Illustrate the book, add 
greatly to its attractiveness, and we can- 
not entertain a doubt of its becoming one 
of the most popular volumes in the * Chil- 
dren*s Library.* *"— Eliza (Jock's Journal. 



Second Edition, in sqaare 16mo., handsomely bound in cloth, price 2s. 6d. 

with gilt edges, 

HOW TO WIN LOVE; 

Ob, RH0DA*S LESSON. 

A Story Book for the Young. By the Author of "Life for a Life," &c. 

With Illnstrations on Steel. 



"A very captivating story." — Morning 
Post. 

** Just what a story for children ought 
to be."— 2><mg?a« Jerrold's Ifew^Mtper, 



** Truthfulness, descriptive talent, and 
pure morality in every line.'* — Utermy 
Oazette, 



ABTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 26, PATE^RNOSTEB ROW- 



JO 



Illustbaied Wobks fob tkb Toxn^G (eonimued). 



16mo. doik, price 28*, 

OPEN AND SEE; 

Ob, first reading LESSONS. 

By the Author of *'Aids to Development/' &c. &c. With Twenty-four 

Engravings on Wood. 



Fcap. 8vo., price Ss. 6d. doth gilt, 



BECOLLECTIONS OF HBS. ANDEBSON'S SCHOOL. 

A Book for Girls. By Janx Winnabd Hoopva. Illustrated by Feanklin. 



" A pretty anpretentioas volame, neatly 
embellished, and gay in its livery of green 
and gold. Outside and in *tis precisely 
the beau ideal of a present or a prize-book 
for a young lady. More fresh and more 
delightful reading than this book It has 



rarely been oar fortune to meet.** — Morn- 
ing Advertiser. 

**An amusing series of descriptions 
likely to interest the young folks for 
whom they are inteadei."'-E3qn'ess. 



18mo. cloth, price 2b., 

BOBINSON CBXISOE. 

With Illustrations. 



A New and Revised Edition, with Eighty-dght cuts, 18mo. doth lettered, 

price 28., 

BlTBAIi SCENES; 

Oi, A PEEP INTO THE COUNTRY. 



In 18mo. doth, price 28.^ 

SANDEOBD AND UEBTON, 

With Cuts. 



New Edition, cloth. Is. ; gilt edges. Is. 6d., 

WATTS'S (Dr.) DIVINE AND MOBAL SONGS tOB 

CHUDBEN. 

With Anecdotes and Reflections, by the Rev. Ingbam Cobbin, M.A. With 

Frontispiece and Fifty-seven Woodcuts. 
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WORKS AT REDUCED PRICES. 



^«/\^MM/^«M^M«^^«^MMMM/\ 



THE ABT-JOUBJTAL. 



The COBiPLETE SERIES from 1849—54, containing the 

"VERNON GALLERY," 

May now be had, IN SETS OF SIX VOLUMES, handsomely boond in 

scarlet, gilt edges. 

At the REDUCED PRICE of £7 Ts. 



Fourth Edition, with nnmerons Illustrations, post 8vo., 520 pages, doth, 

Ss. 6d. ; gilt, 58., 

NINEVEH AND FEESEPOLIS. 

By W. S. W. Vaux. 



** Fresh from thepenual of its immense 
amy of focts, couched in pure phrtuie, 
and arranged in the most lucid order, ve 
might be accused of enthusiasm, if we say 
it is the ablest summary of history and 
modem investigation with which we are 
acquainted ; but, as most of our readers 
who open its pages will admit, our praise 
is far from being exaggerated." — Wedily 
Chronicle. 

"We can safely recommend it to the 
perusal of our readers, as the most useful 



work which has yet appeared upon the 
sulbject it embraces." — Weekly News. 

** One of the best historical, archaeologi- 
cal, and geographical compilations that 
lias appeared.*'— /S^cto^or. 

" The volume is profusely embellished 
with engravings of ihe antiquities of which 
it treats. We would recommend its perusal 
to all who desire to know whatever omr 
countrymen have done. and are doing in 
the EMt/"— Globe. 



Post 8to., doth, with Maps and Woodcuts, price 5s., 

SOTJTHEBN APBICA. 

A Geography and Natural History of the Country, Colonies, and Inhabi- 
tants, &c. By the Rev. Fka^cis Filming, M.A., F.R.G.S. 

use, not only to missionaries, but to officers 
in her Majesty's service, colonial officials^ 
emigrants, merchants, or travellers." — 
Literary Oaeette. 



**Mr. Fleming's volume is not a bare 
compilation, but the work of a student as 
well as of an observer." — Athenceum. 

** A volume which will be found of great 



Second Edition, with cuts, post 8vo., cloth, 2s. 6d., 

EAFFRASIA AND ITS INHABITAlTrS. 

By the same Author. 



Post 8vo., cloth, Ss. 6d., 

THE LITTLE WOBLB OF LONDON; 

Or, Pictures in Little of London Life. By C. M. Smith, author of " The 

Working Man's Way in the World." 
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WosKS AT Eedtjced Pbices (coniinued). 



Fcap., cloth, 28. 6d. ; large paper, 5a., 

LETTEBS AND POEMS 

SELECTED FROM THE WRITINGS OP BERNARD BARTON. 
With Memoir and Portrait. Edited hj his Daughter. 



Fcap., cloth, 28. 6d., with Portrait, 

PBOVEBBIAL PHILOSOPHT. 

By Martin F. Tuppeb, Esq., D.C.L., F.R.S. 
Translated into French. 



Cheaper Edition, in One Yolome, price 12s. hound in cloth ; in morocco, 21s., 

FILGBIMAGES TO ENGLISH SHBDTES. 

Bj Mrs. S. C. Hall. 
With Notes and Illustrations hj F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 

CONTENTS. 

Birth-place of John Banyan. 
Burial-place of John Hampden. 
Residence of Hannah More. 
Tomb of Sir Thomas Gresham. 
Tomb of Thomas Gray. 
Birth-place of Chatterton. 
Birth-place of Richard Wilson. 
House of Andrew Marvel. 
Tomb of John Stow. 
Heart of Sir Nicholas Crlspe. 
Printing Office of Caxton. 
Stiaftesbury House. 
Dwelling of James Barry. 
Residence of Dr. Isaac Watts. 
Prison of Lady Mary Grey. 
Studio of Thomas Gkinsboroagh. 
Tomb of John Kyrle. 

** Descriptions of such Shrines come 
home with deep interest to all hearts — all 
English hearts — particalarly when they 
are done with the earnestness which dis- 
tinguishes Mrs. Hall's writings. That 
lady's earnestness and enthusium are of 
the right sort— felt for freedom of thought 
and action, for taste, and for genius wing- 
ing its flight in a noble direction. They 
are displayed, oftentimes most naturally, 
throughout the attractive pages of this 
volume." — Oburcer, 

** Mrs. Hairs talents are too well known 
to require our commendations of her * Pil- 
grimages,* which are every way worthy 



Tomb of William Hogarth. 

Grave of Izaak Walton. 

Grave of William Penu. 

Monument of Wren. 

Grave of Lady Rachel Rossel. 

Edgeworthstown. 

Garden of Sir Thomas More. 

Esher— Residence of Jane Porter. 

Grave of Sir Richard Lovelace. 

Grave of Grace Agnllar. 

Dwelling of Edmund Burke. 

Remains of Clarendon House. 

Flaxman's Monument. 

Village of Eyam. 

Monument of Edward Bird, R.A. 

Grave of Mrs. Hoflaud. 

Chertsey and its Neighbourhood. 

• 

of the beautIM woodcuts that illustrate 
almost every page : and this is very high 
praise indeed.^ — Standard, 

** The lllQstrations are very effective ; 
and the whole work, externally and in- 
ternally, is worthy of the patronage of 
all who love to be instructed as well as 
amused.**— CT^cA and £U€it€Oatette, 

" The book is a pleasant one ; a oollec- 
tion of a great deal of curious information 
about a number of curious places and 
persons, cleverly and readily put together, 
and combined into an elegant volume.**— 
Ouardiaa, 
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WORKS BY MARTIN F. TOPPER, ESQ.,D.C.L.,F.R.S., 



Author of " Froverbial Fhilosophj." 



V>^^/W\A^«^^^'«^^^A^MW\^te 



Cheap Edition, in One Vol., price 28. 6d. boards ; Ss. 6d. cloth, 

THE CBOCK OF GOLD, 

AND OTHER TALES. 

With Illustrations by John Leech. 



"We have rarely had oooftfion to speak 
more highly of any work than of this. 
The purpose of the writer is admirable, 
the manner of his worldng oat the story 
is natural and trathfUl, and the senti- 
ments conveyed are all that can be de- 
sired."— iTe^r* Weekly Meuenger. 



** This eharming tale has won its way to 
the well-merited distinction of a * Popnlur 
Eklition,* embellished with a characteristie 
frontispiece from the telling ];>encil of John 
Leech. We can read it again and agidn 
with fresh pleasure.**— Zt^erory Gcuette. 



Third Edition, with Vignette, fcap., cloth, 7b. 6d.> 

BALLADS FOB THE TIHES, 

AND OTHER POEMS. 



Second Ei^tion, fcap., cloth, 8b. 6d., 

LTBICS. 



Post 8vo., cloth gilt, price Ss., 

THE OLD 70BEST BAHOEB; 

Oa, WILD SPORTS OP INDLl, ON THE NBILGHBRRY HILLS, IN THE 

JUNGLE, AND ON THE PLAINS. 

Bj Migor Waltes Campbell, of Skipness. New Edition, with 

Ulostrations on Steel. 



** Not the least welcome of our Christ- 
mas visitors is this New Edition of Major 
Gampbbix's WUd SporU in India. The 
spirit of the sportsman pervades the book ; 
such perils by land and water, such hair- 
breadth escapes; such conflicts with foes 
worth the struggle and the hazard. Enough 
that we announce, as among the literary 
intelligence of the time, the appearance 
of this edition of a work already famous, 
produced in the attractive form of a Christ- 
mas book, with numerous engravings of 
sporting scenes, handsomely printed, and 
arrayed in a fhperb binding of green and 
gold, fitting it for a Christmas gift^ and 
we can hanily conceive a more welcome 
one to a young man Just about to enter 
on the hardy exercises of the country, or 
contemplating a campaign among the 
tigers and bears of India.** — CriHe. 

*' Truly, the popularity which it lias 



gained is well deserved. The great variety 
of field-sports which it describes, with all 
the exciting accompaniment of terrible 
dangers and hair-breadth escapes, and the 
lively humorous tone in which they are 
narrated, are enough to stir the blood of 
the most phlegmatic reader; and we can 
easily believe with what rapturous delight 
sportsmen of all kinds, but especially old 
Indians whose memories are refreshed by 
the tale, are likely to follow the <01d 
Forest Ranger* on his venturesome expe- 
ditions.**— /oAn BtiU, 

**FuIl of wild adventures and most 
amusing incidents, of which thousands 
who * have no stomach for the fight* like 
to hear.'* — Art-Journal, 

" In a word, * The Old Forest Ranger* 
may now be reckoned among our modern 
standard works.**— uldverfifer. 
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WORKS BY THE REY. J. CDMMING, DJ., F.R.S.E. 



la Three Vols., price ISs., cloth, 

APOCALTPTIC SKETCHES; 

Ob, lectures ON THE BOOK OF REVELATION. 
New Edition, thoroughly revised, corrected, and arranged. 

I. THINGS THAT WERE. 

II. THINGS THAT ARE. 

ni. THINGS THAT WILL BE. 

This Work has nndergODe a most elaborate revision and correotlon by the Author. 
New matter .of great valae has been introduced, allusions to circumstances now obso- 
lete have been expunged, and treah and interesting evidence of the Ailfilment of the 
prophecies of the book have been added. These yolumes form a Library Edition 
of a work of unprecedented popularity, replete with interest, and strikingly illus- 
trative of a much neglected portion of the Word of God. 



In fcap., price Ss. 6d., cloth^ 

BTJTH: 

A CHAPTER IN PROVIDENCE. 



" The genius of the preacher has fkllen 
on a theme peculiarly agreeable, abound- 
ing in nature, truth, simplicity, and pathos. 
We predict for the publication a very 
extensive and enduring popularity.** — 
BriiWi Standard. 

**If the story loses somewhat of its 
simplicity under the glowing pen of the 
eloquent doctor, it gains, on the other 
hand, by the pure evangelical tone which 



runs like a golden thread through all the 
history.*'— ^tfo*. 

** Indeed, the book is a woman's book, 
and we shall be much mistaken if it do 
not prove more attractive — ^as it will be 
certainly more useful — to sensible women 
than half the sentimental trash which they 
are insulted by having ofifored to them. 
— FreenuM. 



Second and Cheaper Edition, in fcap., price Ss., cloth, 

CONSOLATIONS; 

Ob, LEAVES FROM THE TREE OF LIFE. 



'* There are few of the varieties of human 
trouble, or the forms and appliances of 
Christian solace, that are not described by 
the tkuthor.*'— Literary Oatette, 

** The present volume is worthy to take 
rank with the best and most successful of 
the BeV. Author's previous works. Its 
consolations are leaves gathered fh>m the 
tree of life, fresh in their lovely verdure, 
iiupregnated with the sweet odours of the 
Gospel. The author's contributions j» 
religious literature are marked not less 



by their eminently evangelical and praotf- 
cal characters, their purity and loftiness 
of thought, than by their beautiful sim- 
plicity of language and style."— Ifomwi^ 
Herald. 

** This volume is eminently practical, 
and is marked by all the author's charac- 
teristic excellences. We have not read a 
book from Dr. Gumming for a long time 
which we can more conscientiously com- 
mend."— Feet/y ChriUian Nenos, 
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Works bt ihjs Bjby. John Cukmino, D.D.y E.R.S.E. (eontinued). 



Crown 8vo., price 6s., cloth, 

LECTTJBES TO TOTTNG HEN. 

BelWered on yarioos occasions. 



I. Lufher and the Refonnatlon. 
II. The Age we Live in. 
IIL Satan, an Angel of Light. 
lY. The History and Inflaence of Litera- 
ture. 
V. God in History. 
VI. Mosic in its relation to Religion. 



CONTENTS. 

VII. Ood in Science. 
VIII. The Bible. 
IX. Genesis and Geology. 
X. Wellington. 
XL The Advent. 

XII. Labour, Rest, and Recreation. 
XIII. The Chnroh in the Army. 



Cheap Edition, Tenth Thonaand, in One Volnme, containiDg 688 pages, 

price 6s., cloth lettered, 

THE CELEBBATED PBOTESTAITT DISCUSSION, 

Between the Rev. Johk Cumhing, I).D., and Dakiel French, Esq., 
Barrister-at-Law, held at Hammersmith, in 1 839. 



" No clergyman's library can be com- 
plete without it."— JeWs Meuenger. 

**A compendium of argument."— Cew- 
tlemans Magazine. 

**The subject {pro and con) is all but 
ezhansted.*'— CTteircA and StaU Gazette. 



" This cheap reprint of a masterly dis- 
cussion contains the most comprehensive 
view of all points at' issue between Pro- 
testants and Romanists with which we are 
acquainted.'*— i^tMicoJ Review. 



In 4to., cloth, gilt edges, 21s., 

DAILT 7AMILT DEVOTION; 

Ob, guide to FAMILY WORSHIP. 
With Twenty-fonr Engravings, 

PREFACE. 

The Services are meant to embody the wants, and praises, and intercessions of Chris- 
tians of every section of the Church of Christ. Any family of any branch of the 
Protestant Church may use them. They are meant for man in the world, and 
designed to render family worship Aill, without tediousness. They are suited, tiie 
writer trusts, by the generality and commonness of the prayers, for every class and 
type in this busy world. With earnest hearts to feel and use them, and the teaching 
of Gtod^s Holy Spirit, these forms may become Instinct with life, and unload many a 
tall soul that cannot strike out words for itself. The Annotations are necessarily few. 

This work is desigpned to introduce or facilitate the practice of Family Worship. 
By constructing the daily prayer on the passage of Scripture selected for reading, 
greater variety, interest, and practical use are associated witii the exercise. What 
God declares is thus solemnly accepted in prayer; what He promises is embraced by 
adoring hope; and for special blessings disclosed or promised in his holy word, 
thanksgiving and praise are ascribed to Him fh>m whom cometh down every good and 
perfect ^tt, to whom belong the glory and the honour. 
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WoKKS BY THE Eey. John Cuhmikg, D.D., F.E.S.E. (continued). 



SCBIFTTJBE EEADINGS; 

ob, popular and practical expositions of the new 

testament. 

Vol. XI.— THE HEBREWS. 

Into the Comments and Expositions will be iutrodaced illnstrative extracts 
from a yariety of yaloable sources, giving clear illustrations of dispnted pas- 
sages; so that when the series on the New Testament is finished, every 
family may find in the library a storehonse of nsefol, interesting, Protestant, 
and evangelical instruction. 

ALREADY COMPLETE i 

Vols. I. to IV.—THE FOUR GOSPELS, price 208. 
Vol. v.— THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLES, price Ts. 
Vol. VI.— EPISTLE TO THE ROMANS, price 4s. 6d. 
Vol. VII.— THE CORINTHIANS, price Bs. 
Vol. VIII.— THE GALATIANS, &c., price 68. 
Vol. IX.— THE COLOSSIANS, &c., price 4s. 6d. 
Vol. X.— THE PASTORAL EPISTLES. 



" One of the most valuable of Dr. Cam- 
ming's nomerons pablications, and likely 
to become the most popular, and the most 
lasting in its popularity, for it has en- 
during qualities which belong to all ages 
and generations. The text is simply and 
clearly opened— critical explanations are 
given only when they are required-HSO as 
not to encumber, but to elucidate; and 
the practical applications are such as to 
suit all classes of persons.**— CTIturcft qf 
England QuarUrly Review. 

** The comments are made with great 
lucidity. The result is the throwing of 
an additional flood of light on the already 
dazzling tmths of Holy Writ. The uses 



of such a work are self-obvions ; and 
when we add that the plan is carried out 
with all the lucidity, falthftilness, piety, 
honest reasoning, and felicity of thought 
and expression which mark its prede- 
cessors, we have only said enough to mark 
our sense of its value.** — Chur<^ and State 
Oaxette. 

" For the purpose for which * the Read- 
ings ' are intended, they are in every 
sense admirably adapted. They combine 
simplicity with faithlYilness, and critical 
interpretation with most attractive ex- 
planation; so that a child may anderstaud 
them.*'— ^dr« Messenger. 



READINGS ON THE PROPHETS. 

In monthly nombersi price 4d., 

SABBATH MOBJmre BEADINGS ON THE BOOK 

OF DANIEL. 

Bj the Re7. John Cummino, D.D., F.R.S.E. 

** The Author has not published any exposition of the last prophecy of Daniel, but 
having studied and lectured on it in the light of existing complications and events, he 
Is satisfied that it will prove interesting and instructive.'* 



LATELY 

THE BOOKS OF SAMUEL, 
price 5s. 



PUBLISHED ! 

I THE BOOKS OF KINGS, 
I price 48. 6d. 
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WoBKB BY IHX Rsv. JoHV GumoKO, D.D., F.E.S.E. (eoniinued). 



Third and Cheaper Edition, revised, fcap. 8yo. cloth, price 5t., 

THE DAILT LIFE; 

ob, precepts and prescriptions for christian living. 



" Popalar, clear, captivating, and wai- 
maXied.''—Briti$h Banner. 

** Dr. Cnmming i« famous for the nam- 
ber and variety of hia illustrations, ohiefly 
drawn fh>m nataral and familiar objects. 
The volume before us strikes ns as being 
remarkably {t\iGiU}nM.**—ClericalJ<mmai, 



"It Is written in the same terse and 
vigorous style and earnestness of tone as 
those of its predecessors, and the strong 
common sense with which its teaching b 
enforced, will attract while it improves 
the student."— CAurcA and State Gazette. 



Sixth Edition, in fcap. 8yo., price Ss. doth, gilt edges, 

OTJB TATHEB. 

A Manual of Family Prayers for C^eral and Special Occasions, with 
Short Prayers for Spare Minutes, and Passages for Reflection. 



CHEAP EDITIONS. 

CHUSCH BEFORE THE ELOOD. 

Fcap. 8vo., price 8s. 6d. 

PROPHETIC STUDIES; 

Or, Lectures on the Book of Daniel. Fcap,, price 8s. 6d. 

TENT AND ALTAB. 

Fcap., price 8s. 6d. 

APOCALYPTIC SKETCHES. 

Original Edition, with Index, &c. Three Vols., price 8s. 6d. each. 



rOBESHADOWS ; 

Or, Lectures on our Lord's Miracles and Parables. Two Vols., price 

Ss. 6d. each. 
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WORKS RECENTLY PUBLISHED. 



In One Vol., crown 8vo., cloth, price 6a., 

CONAITT'S HISTOBT OF THE ENGLISH BIBLE. 

Edited, and with Introductory Preface, by the Rev. C. H. Spueoeon. 



**Thi8 !s a valuable addition to our 
'biblical literature. There are, it is trae, 
many works of a similar kind, but we 
know of no one which presents, in such 
a popular and compendious form, so much 
interesting and important matter." — Wes- 
leyan Times, 



" The only popular work of the kind 
that has been Q£fered to us — the only one, 
at least, with any pretensions to accuracy 
and completeness — it is one that will 
prow a treasure to young and inquiring 
persons, and one that will repay them for 
careful study "—Freeman. 



Nineteenth Edition, 800 pp., Svo. cl., strongly bound, SU.; or in calf, 268., 

TABLES OF SIMPLE INTEBEST 

FOB EVERY DAY IN THE YEAR, 

At 5, 4|, 4, 8i, 3, and 2^ per cent, per annum, from £1 to £100, &c. By 

James Laubie. 



" In the great requisites of simplicity 
of arrangement and comprehensiveness, 
we have none better adapted for general 
use."— i/*Ct<KoeA'« Commercial Dictionary. 

" Mr. Laurie was well known as one of 



the most correct and industrious autho- 
rities on commercial calculations, and the 
practical value of his various tables have 
long been recognised.**— ri«»e«. 



Third Edition, 8vo. cloth, 78., 

TABLES OF SIMPLE INTEBEST 

FOR EVERY DAY IN THE YEAR, 

At 5, 6, 7> 8, 9, and 9| per cent, per annum, from 1 day to 100 days.- By 

James Laurie. 



New Edition, fcap. cloth, 8s. ; gilt edges, 88. 6d., 

MAHTJAL OF HEBALDBT, 

Being a concise Description of the several Terms used, and containing a 
Dictionary of every Designation in the Science. Illuslrated hy 400 
Engravings on Wood. 
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WoBXs Eecektlt Pttbushed (eotttinned). 



Price 4a; post Svo. cloth, gilt edges, 

SCBIPTTJBE SITES AHD SCENES, 

FROM ACTUAL SURVEY, IN EGTPT, ARABIA, AND PALESTINE. 

Ulastrated by Seventeen Steel Bngravings, Three Maps, and Thirty- Seven 

Woodcnts. By W. H. Babtlett. 



New Editions. 

BIPPOFS (Dr.) SELECTIOir OF HTHirS 

» 

FROM THE BEST AUTHORS, 

Inelndiog a great nnmher of Originals, intended as an Appendix to Dr. Watts's 

Psalms and Hymns. 



Nonpareil Z2mo. s. d. 

Roan. 16 

, gilt edges . . a 

Morooco .... 6 



Long Primer 24mo. s.d. 
Roan. ..... 2 6 

, gilt edges ..30 

Morooco .... 6 



Large Type. s. d. 
Sheep ..... 5 
Roan, gilt edges .,60 
Morocco .... 9 u 



BIBLE CHANTS, ADAPTED FOR PUBLIC WORSHIP. 



New Edition, fcap. Svo. cloth gilt. Is., 

THE CHAITT-BOOK: 

A SELECTION OF THE PSALMS AND OTHER PORTIONS OP HOLY 
SCRIPTURE, ARRANGED AND MARKED FOR CHANTING. 

By W. Sheliiebdtne, Professor of Mnsic. With a Preface by the Rev. J. 

A. Baynes. 
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WoBXS Uecently Published (continued). 



la fcap. 8vo., price 5s., cloth gilt, 

THE FBIHCE OF THE HOUSE OF DAVID; 

Ob, three tears IN THE HOLY CITY. 

Edited hj the Bev. Professor J. H. Inosahak, Rector of St. John's Church, 

Mobile. Illustrated with Engravings. 



" Oar perusal of it has been only to ini' 
press us with the ability of the author in 
the use of the materials, and in the struo- 
ture of a pleasing and most aflSscting tale." 
— Clerical Journal. 

** This is the best production of its class 
that has come to our hands for a long 
time, and it is but candid and just to say 
tliat it adds very much to the stores of 
Icnowledge already existing about the 
East."— ^rtViAA Standard. 

** We liardly know what to say about 
this book ; it is written in beautiful style. 



and it conveys much valuable informa- 
tion as to the customs and manners of the 
inhabitants of the Holy Land." — Weskyan 
Timet. 

** The whole is written in a semi-poeti- 
cal style, which will prove attractive to 
religious readers." — Leader. 

**The volume contains much informa- 
tion as to Jewish manners and customs." 
— Baptist Mageuine. 

** Professor Ingraham has worked out 
his plan with diligence and reverence." — 
Literary Gazette, 



Fourth Edition, price 2s. 6d., cloth, red edges, 

THE NEW TESTAMENT, 

Translated from Oriesbach's Text. 

By Samuel Sharfe, Author of "The History of Egypt." 

" The speeches are marked hy inverted commas, and the quotations are 
in Italics. Those p^sages vrhich seem to be poetry are in It smaller type, 
except when, by the Italics, they are already marked as quotations." 



** We have found not a few places in 
which we prefer the renderings here given 
to those of the old version."— 2%e Patriot. 

** We confess to a great liking for this 
book, and have adopted it for domestic 
service since it came into our possession." 
— Wesley an Times. 

** We are not surprised that Mr. Sharpe's 
New Testament has reached a fourth edl- 
tion. Apart from the text and version, its 
arrangement in paragraphs, the marking 
of poetical passages and quotations, and 
its very convenient size and shape, are 



sufficient to secure for it a sale."— ^^^fM 
Magaxine. ^ 

" We greatly adnure the book, for 
which we anticipate a most extensive 
circulation. The paragraphing and the 
quoting, as well as the Italic, greatly 
enhance the value of the book."— ^n'^isA 
Standard. 

" The reading of this volume will prove 
very suggestive, by frequently turning 
the mind from the conventional channel 
of the authorized version."— CWft'c. 



New Edition, Is. 6d., cloth, 

THE PICTOBIAL SPELLING-BOOK; 

Ob, FACTS AND OBJECTS FOR CHILDREN. 
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WoBKB Recsstlt PUBLISHED (cotUinuei). 



Imperial 16ino., price Ss., cloth, or 68., gilt edges, 

CLOSET DETOHOVAL EXEBCISES FOB THE TOXTHG, 

FROM TEN TEARS OLD. 



By the Bct. Alexandeb Fletcher, B.D. 



**Thii Tolame in all points anrpasses 
eTer7 pabllcation of its class that has 
hlttierto appeared. Its structare is simple, 
and yet peculiar. Every page is com- 
plete In itself, exhibiting, first, a portion 
of scripture, and then a hymn. In doable 
oolnmns, the rest of the page being occu- 
pied with a prayer in single oolumn." — 
BriUth Btandard, 



" That there are many fine sentiments 
in the book we willingly admit, and also 
ttiat it might be osed with profit by some 
young persons.*' — CUricdl Journal. 

** This well-arranged and well-printed 
volume will, we feel assured, receive s 
most cordial welcome; but this it is en- 
titled to on its own merits." — Wetleyan 
Tunes, 



Id post 8vo., cloth gilt, price Is. 6d.,^ 

THE VEBITETS; 

Ob, chaos dispelled. 
A Tale of Genias and Religion. By Miss G. M. Shith. 



** This is a singular tale, and, upon the 
whole, a well-written one. Tliat it is 
safe reading for the young, not only free 
from offensive passages, but healthy in 
Its general tone, and religious in its ten- 
dencies, is sufiiciently attested.** — Patriot. 

** If we at on<^ discard the pretensions 
of the preface, and look at the tale simply 
as a work of imagination, we feel we shall 



have a Itetter opportunity of doing justice 
to t^e unquestionable ability of the writer. 
The commencement of the story is good." 
—The Leader. 

** Is evidently its author's first book ; 
we hope it will not be the last, though it 
is by no means faultless. There is good 
writing in it, and a great deal of or^in- 
ality."-^oAn Btitt, 



In post 8yo., price lOs., cloth gilt, 

THE FOSTER BBOTHEBSf 

Being the Historj of the School and College Life of Two Yonng Men. 



"As fresh as the morning It 

abounds in Am, and in relish of the ac- 
tivities, competitions, and sports of boy- 
ish and adolescent life.**— Dai^y News. 

** Full of life, and fun, and vigour 

These sketches of school and colleg^e life 
art among the happiest of their kind. 
Particularly well written is the account of 
life at Cambridge.*'— £fl?amin€r. 

** This is a very interesting story in one 



volume. ... It Is very well told through- 
out. The scenes in the University are par- 
ticularly well dnyrn.**— Morning Herald. 
" If the fagging system still prevails in 
some of our public establishments, let the 
superiors read this volume, and they will 
be apt to abolish it for ever. The work 
is written with considerable power when 
dealing with this part of the subject.'*— 
Morning Post, 
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WoEKs BLecentlt Published (continued). 



In post 8vo., price 7s. 6d., cloth gilt, 

FATHER AND DAUGHTER. 

A Portraiture from the Life. By Fsedbika Baeheb. 



** Another of those beaatifbl stories of 
home-life in Sweden for which Miss 
Bremer is so jostly famed."— Pa^no*. 

" A work by Hiss Bremer can never fail 
to delight a great number of readers. It 
is like a walk through the fields on a 
frosty day — so free and buoyant is the 
air — so fresh and sparkling the aspect of 
nature and human nature in these aorUiern 
regions."— JiTAn Buil, 



"'Father and Daughter' might have 
made a name for a less distinguished 
writer. .... Of course the book will be 
read by everybody. Many will applaud." 
—Leader. 

** The book introduces us to people and 
thingfs which are new to the novel-reading 
public, and which possess in themselves 
no ordinary degree of interest."— ^tto«. 



lu fcap., with Frontispiece, price 58,, cloth, 

THE MILL IN THE VALLET. 

A Tale of German Rural life. By the Author of " An English Girl's 
Account of a Moravian Settlement in the Black Forest." 



** A pretty tale, from the i)en of a young 

but ready writer A religions story 

— simple, sketchy, and quietly romantic." 
— AtJ^enanim. 

** This pretty volume is grave, thought- 
fill, and frequently pathetic ; — a poem in 



prose, abounding in striking Incident, 
rapid transitions, and pleasing surprise. 
It is likely to be admirod by young per- 
sons, and extensively read." — CMsUan 
Witneu, 



In 18mo., price 8s., cloth gilt, 

FALSE APPEARAHCES. 

By Mrs. Mackat, Author of " The Family at Heatherdale," &c. 



" What a suggestive text ! . . . . There 
is an under-current of sound sense and 
sober reasoning, which will ensure a 
favourable reception." — Atltenanem. 

" One of those pleasing domestic tales 
which Mrs. Hofland, Mrs. Sherwood, and 



Mrs. Trimmer have made so popular."-- 
Leader. 

" A pretty little tale, graceftilly written, 
and inculcating a wholesome moral." — 
CrUie. 



In post 8vo., 48., cloth, 

A MAIVXJAL OF THE 
AHALOOY & PHYSIOLOGT OF THE HUHAN MIND. 

By the Bev. J. Cablils, D.D. A New Edition, revised. 
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MOST ELEGANT PRESENT. 



THE 



BOOK OF THE THAMES, 

ixm its iist ist its lall 



BT 



MR. AND MRS. S. C. HALL. 



WITH NnMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS. 



THE AUTHORS TO THE PUBLIC. 

We have the honour to submit to the 
publio a '' Book of the Thames, from its 
Rise to its Fall/* hopeful that oar readers 
may share vith as the enjoyment we have 
so long and so often derived from the 
♦* King of Island Rivers." 

We have traced the boantifUl river 
from the babbling well oat of which it 
issues, in the meadow by Trewsbury Mead 
— ^its lonely birthplace — through its whole 
coarse, gathering tributaries, and passing 
with them thrQugh tranquil villages, 
populous towns, and crowded cities ; ever 
fertilizing, ever beautifying, ever enrich- 
ing, until it reaches the most populous city 
of tlie modern or the ancient world, form- 
ing thence the great highway by which 
a hundred nations traverse the globe. 
Aided by several accomplished artists, we 
have largely illustrated this volume, not 
only by engravings of its picturesque 
scenery, but by introducing the various 
objects of interest ttiat are found upon its 
banks. 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

" It is a book to endear to us our native 
England, and, produced with all the ele- 
gance of the printer's and the binder's art, 
will richly adorn the drawing-room table." 
— Daily News. 

** It is by far the pleasantest book, cer- 
tainly the most complete in design and 
execution, that has been published al>out 
the Thames for many years, and we can 
easily understand that in writing it the 
authors performed * a labour of love/ ** — 
Morning Post, 

" This is one of the best in appearafice 
of the omam«ital worlLS of the season 
.... the binding and the typography are 
excellent, and the style lively, superficial, 
and showy." — John Bull. 

** A faithful as well as an agreeable 
guide to wliatever of interest occurs along 
the entire course of the river. In short, 
it is a pleasant, weli-written, and very 
handsome ^ok on the pleasantest river an 
author could have to write aboat." — 
Literary Gazette, 



IN THREE BINDINGS: 

aoth 188. 

Saperblygilt 21s. 

Morocco 268. 
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